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OU boys who are going to get an Ives 

Electric Train this Christmas are cer- 
tainly in great luck! There are so many 
improvements this year—new features 
found in no other trains—that the boy 
who owns a 1925 Ives will have the most 
realistic, up-to-date and powerful model 
train in all the world. 


The Ives electric reversing locomotives 
(Series R) are the only locomotives that 
reverse electrically by a touch of your fin- 
ger. The Westinghouse engineers and the 
skilled Ives workmen have so perfected 
the control switch that now you need not 
even move the lever. You set this con- 
trol switch for the speed you want. Then 
just a pressure of your finger on the button 
—the engine stops! Another touch—it backs! 


Only in Ives Trains can you get all 
these up-to-date improvements 


Ir’s a great sensation to see your locomotive 
reverse itself electrically at any position on the 
track without touching it by hand. Remember, 
boys, no other trains but Ives have electric re- 
versing locomotives with the automatic push 
button control. It isn’t a crude mechanical device 
on the locomotive or track, but a real electric 
automatic control operated from the switch. And 
this year you can have an Ives Electrical Revers- 


‘YOU bet- more than ever before 


Just see the wonderful new features 
of the 1925 Ives Electric Trains 


ing Locomotive on O-gauge or 2!4-gauge track. 

Both in action and appearance Ives Trains 
are exactly like the modern equipment of famous 
railroads. Cars are electrically lighted and at- 
tractively finished in every detail. Every loco- 
motive has worlds of power and a strong chassis 
so it can pull long trains at express speed. The 
motors in the lower-priced locomotives are as 
carefully made as the big ones and are as powerful 
in proportion to their size. 


A big variety of trains and accessories 
from $1.50 to $50 


THERE is an almost endless variety of passenger 
and freight cars, electric target signals and sema- 
phore signals with electrically-operated arms, 
bridges, tunnels, stations, and the efficient Ives 
Transformers. From the $1.50 mechanical train 
to the big complete $50 electric outfit, we build 
into every train the quality that has made Ives 
the foremost maker of model railway systems for 
nearly 50 years. 


32-page book in colors tells all 

about the new features 
Senp for the new 32-page book of Ives Trains 
and Accessories. It contains illustrations in colors 
of the full line and tells all about the new 1925 
features exclusive with Ives. You'll want this 
book to show Dad and Mother so they'll be sure 
to remember that it’s an Ives Train you wish for 
Christmas. Send the coupon today with 10 cents. 
Toy, department, clectrical, hardware and 

sporting goods stores sell Ives Trains. 


THE IVES MANUFACTURING CORPORATION 
Dept. B2, 198 Holland Ave., Bridgeport, Conn. 





IVES 








ELEC 


secunos TRAINS 


TRY 
AN 4 





D 





BOYS’ LIFE 











=> 








Back up your engine 
like a real engineer! 





You can make your 
Ives Electric Re- 
versing Locomotive 
switch cars, shunt 
them onto sidings, 
then speed around 
the track and couple 
automatically to the 
front of the train. 
It’s great sport! 


Speed 
to Brid epa 
you the IVES Book 


> ot 


“Fast Mail Coupon” \ 
THE IVES ‘MANUFACTURING CORPORATION, 

Dept. B2, 198 Holland Avenue, Bridgeport, Conn. 

Please mail me your new 32-page railroad book illustrated in colors, 
showing the complete 1925 line of Ives Trains, Locomotives, 
Signals and Accessories. I enclose 10 cents (U.S. stamps or coin). 
Name... 
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Big Boy—A well-made, dressy 
shoe for every-day wear. 
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THRrouGH the line and down the field like the 
wind! “Come on, legs!—see that goal line? 
Look out for yourselves, shoes!—can’t stop to 
think about you now.” 

Day after day there’s strenuous business 
afoot in the life of every active, robust boy— 
playing games, going to school, running errands. 
Over rough gravel and hard pavements you go. 
Here a fence, wall or tree invites climbing; 
there a tin can says, “Kick me.” ‘You just 
can’t be thinking about your shoes all the time. 

But aren’t there shoes that know how to take 
care of themselves? ‘That’s what you want to 
know. There are! And here are the people 
who make them: 


Endicott-J ohnson— 
Largest manufacturers of boys’ and 
girls’ shoes in the world 


We make millions of pairs of shoes a year, be- 





Little Hiker—A sturdy “hi-cut’’ 
shoe for rugged boys—for all 


kinds of weather. 
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Shoes that challenge 
youthful feet 
to do their worst 


They wear longer—and save you money 





cause we know the kind of shoes boys like— 
and the kind their mothers want them to have. 
We study boys. We test shoes. We tan 
leather in a special way to give it extra tough- 
ness—and so it will still be pliable and com- 
fortable. We make shoes that wear longer. 
And sell at low cost to you. Shoes that save 
you real money—for when you choose Endicott- 
Johnson shoes you won’t have to buy so many 
pairs; and you won’t have to pay a big price 
for them. 








And these are good-looking shoes too 


You can tell Endicott-Johnson shoes by the 
E-J trade-mark on the sole, by their good looks, 
and by their honest, sturdy construction. And 
all you have to pay for these “Better shoes for 
less money” is $2.50 to $3.50 (smaller sizes 
$1.50 to $2), according to size and grade. Our 
As handsome as they’re durable very finest grades of boys’ and girls’ shoes don’t 
cost more than $5. Scores of styles from which 
to choose—for school, dress and sports. 


That means that you'll have more money to 
spend for other things—watch, football, skates, 
movies perhaps. Or maybe you’re one of those 
boys who think still deeper—who welcome op- 
portunities to lighten their mothers’ shoe bills. 


You can be proud of your Endicott-Johnson 
shoes—they’re neat, trim and stylish. They’re 
at home, you feel at ease, no matter where you 
are—in the classroom, at the fraternity dance, Mark the date on the calendar 
at any social gathering. They’re nifty “dogs”! 


When you get your Endicott-Johnson shoes— 


Keep a record of their wear and the money 
And the beauty of it all is that you don’t have they’ll save you. See how they hold their shape 
to be satisfied with just wishing for Endicott- and good looks. And, say!—we’d sure be glad 


Johnson shoes. Fifty thousand stores sell them. to have you write, telling us how you like ’em. 
There’s sure to be one near you. If you don’t Endicott-Johnson, Endicott, N. Y.; New York 
know where, write us. We'll tell you. City, N. Y., or St. Louis, Mo. 


ENDICOTT - JOHNSON 


Better shoes for less money 





Hi-Kicks—For basketball and Sterling—Light tan Oxford jor 
all sports wear. dress and general wear. 
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OH BOY! WHAT A TREAT 


Here’s What You'll Get in 

BOYS’ LIFE in 12 Months A 
LL 

FOR 













Your $2% will buy 
45 InstélIlments of Serials 


Including: 
“The Flight of the Gray Goose’”’ by Francis Lynde, author of 
‘‘The Cruise of the Cuttlefish’’ 
and 
‘‘The White Leader’’ by Constance Lindsay Skinner, author of 
the popular Andy McPhail Stories 
and 
‘‘Mayfield Plays Again’’ by Harold M. Sherman, author of famous 
sport stories 








and 
‘‘Pee Wee’s Patrol’’ by Percy Fitzhugh, author of the famous 
Tom Slade, Roy Blakeley, Westy Martin series. 
and 
‘*The Mounted Troop,”’ a — story by Joseph B. Ames 
also 
**Jim Morse in Australia’’ by J. Allan Dunn 
‘*Fight ’Em Big Three’’ by Harold M. Sherman 


120 ShortStories & Articles 


among these will be three short stories by Francis J. Rigney 


‘“‘Sutficient for the Day’”’ in which Jimmy Case goes hunting rattlesnakes and 
finds some thrilling adventures 
“Joe Murray’s Luck” which includes a meeting with a performing bear 
‘*Found in the Dark,’’ another a story 
also 
‘“‘Brother Scot’s’’ by Euphemia McLeod, a story of a Red Cross War Dog 
‘‘The Message to San Acacia’”’ by Jim Dan Hill, a railroad story 
“In em Right’’ by Edward Morrow, a humerous story of an attempt at 
azin 
*‘Snakes’’ “by Rodney Wood, relating to a true adventure experienced by the 
author in Africa 






00 


and 


Remember these are but a few of the 120 short stories and articles to be 
published in the next twelve months. 


140 Department ‘Articles 


COVERING THE FOLLOWING SUBJECTS:’ 
The Radio Tower Stamps 


2D 6D GP GE AS ae a ee Se 
jy BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA 
Fifth Avenue Building, New York, N. Y. 


For the enclosed $2.00 please send the Bigger I 
} and Better Boys’ Life for ONE YEAR beginning | 


The World Brotherhood of Boys Dan Beard’s Scouting Section 

Epstoerenite nest Puzzlecraft 

Think an rin Editorial { yi : 
The Scout World ol RRS. 2 1 hc eee es number 
The Readers’ Page Why-I-Subscribed Contest 


Don’t Miss It! 12 Great | ‘th SI ag, Ble Pa A eile 


Copies of the Big BOYS’ LIFE i ee a 7 
For Two Dollars.—Use This Coupon Now—>! 
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EVERYTHING A SCOUT NEEDS FOR 
EVERY KIND OF ACTIVITY 
EVERYWHERE 








Write for Your Copy of 
the New Catalogue, Free 


_ DEPARTMENT OF ScouT SUPPLIES 
Boy Scouts of America 


200 Fifth Ave. 
New York 


37 So. Wabash Ave. 604 Mission St. 
Chicago San Francisco 
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Heroes of SOo-aay 


Gold Medal for Heroism 
Three thrilling rescues—almost simultaneous—prove the brav- 

ery and resourcefulness of Scout George Griffith. Scout Griffith Oe 
was one of 32 scouts who went for a hike along the Chicago 

River. When most of the boys were busily preparing dinner, 

Scout Brandon ventured out on the thin ice. It cracked under 

his weight and he fell into the icy water. His cries for help 

brought John Ziv to the rescue. Ziv also went under. Then 

Griffith crawled out on a seven-foot stick and clutched Brandon 

who was going down for the third time. Scouts Meister and 

Girard rushed to help, but the ice broke under them, and they 

were submerged. In the meantime, Griffith had rescued Ziv, 

and when Girard came up, Griffith pulled him to safetv. TT La 
whi HPL TTI 
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Scout George Griffith, hi 

3246 George Street, is 

Chicago, Iil. ak 
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Make Your Scout Kit Complete 
co 

C 

NS scout’s kit is complete without a knife. But any old a 
knife won’t do. Tobereally complete a scout’s equipment . 

e f° e e e e t 

should contain a knife that is especially designed and built for in 
scout work at home, on a hike, or in camp. $0 
That means a Remington Scout Knife, endorsed by National Pl 
Scout Headquarters. It has just the combination of blades a scout de 
pi 


needs. A big, sharp cutting blade, a punch or reamer blade, a 
. . - AWARD 
screw-driver, bottle opener, and sure-grip can opener. And the ies tr 


steel in these blades is the best that Remington can put into = 





them. Every boy knows that the name Remington ona knife I Knife - 

blade is the best guarantee he can have. —Boy Scouts of America’. os 
: . The Remington Arms Company 

Ask your dealer to show you these Remington Scout Knives presents the Remington Award a: 

today. for Heroism—a Scout Knife : 
: with shield engraved as above 


and his name engraved on the bi 


> . 
reverse side— to each winner of bi 
e@ the Heroism Medal. to 
co 
st 
fu 


A Celebrated Remington for Boys i 





















Remington Here’s the story of awonderful .22 calibre Rem- the trigger guard holdslikea burglar-proof lock. . 
miets2, ington Repeating Rifle that all boys want. The magazine holds 15 .22 shorts, 12 long, or 

— The celebrated Model 12 Remington Hammer- __ 10 long-rifle cartridges; and that beautifully ( 

less Repeater is the neatest little rifle you ever rifled Remington barrel shoots them plunk into - 

saw. It has a 22-inch round barrel with a first- the center of the mark for the boy who learns - 

class set of adjustable open sights. LikeallRem- to hold right. The Model 12 weighs only 41% * 

ington .22 Repeaters it has the speedy pump _ pounds, is take-down, and can be cleaned from ~ 

action with a solid steel receiver, and closed _ the breech, which is the proper way. Write for th 

breech, and is hammerless. This action is as a small-bore rifle and Official Scout Knife cir- = 

strong as a safe, and the cross-bolt safety through cular, and then tell Dad about them. b 

Wi 

Remington Arms Company, Inc. x 

Established 1816 tu 

Bis 25 Broadway New York City . 
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‘Thanks to Ringtail x 


By Herbert Ravenel Sass 


INGTAIL, the old gray fox, whose plumy brush was 
strangely barred with black, sat on his haunches 
just within the thicket’s edge and calmly surveyed 
the situation. He found it not altogether satis- 

factory. As usual, twenty or thirty buxom white hens were 
moving about on the lawn in front of the house. But they 
were all well out in the open, too far away for the fox to 
attempt a raid. Moreover, on the front steps of the house 
stood the boy talking with his father; and the boy, clad in 
khaki shirt and corduroys, held his shotgun in the hollow of 
his arm. Evidently he was going hunting this morning and 
was ready for action. 

Ringtail had considerable respect for the boy as a hunter 
and woodsman. He knew Chad Stanton well, having watched 
him often in the woods; and possibly he was aware—for a fox 
is often wise as well as cunning—that Chad knew something 
about him, too, and would welcome a chance to test the 
thickness of his hide. It was not a fox hunt that the boy was 
planning, for Ringtail saw no horse and no dogs. Nevertheless, 
the old fox decided that he had better move along. Plainly, 
conditions were not favorable just then for another attack on 
Chad’s big white hens. 

Ringtail paused long enough to scratch one black-tipped, 
rusty-red ear with a hind foot. Then he turned and trotted 
silently away through the cassena thickets. Before long, his 
thoughts occupied with other matters of more immediate 
interest, the fox had forgotten the young hunter roaming 
somewhere in the woods with his gun. 

The boy moved softly, slowly, all his senses alert. In that 
place and at that hour anything might happen. As yet the 
morning light had barely begun to filter down through the 
dense évergreen foliage of the pines; but scattered through the 
pine wood were other trees—oaks and maples and sweet gums 
—already almost bare of leaves; and wherever one of these 
trees stood amid the pines, light was let in to illumine the dim 
interior of the forest. Chad was grateful for this light, yet 
found it baffling. Three times he halted suddenly, convinced 
that he had seen some living thing move on the carpet of 
brown pinestraw far away amid the trees; and three times he 
owned that his keen, practiced eyes had been deceived. 

The thing that he hoped to see was a wild turkey. A visitor, 
a friend of his father’s, was expected at the plantation, and to 
Chad had fallen the duty of securing a turkey for the occasion. 
His father would have preferred a pair of wood ducks— 
summer ducks, as they were called in the plantation country 
but a closed period of several years had been granted these 
birds by law, and Captain Stanton was too good a sportsman 
to be a law-breaker. Hence, although in the plantation 
country, with its many rivers and lagoons, wood ducks were 
still abundant all the year round, the old planter had regret- 
fully reminded his son that they were taboo. 

“Try for a turkey,” he told the boy, as they 
stood talking on the front steps early that morn- 
ing. ‘‘The Judge likes summer ducks better and 
is probably counting on them. * But he can’t 
have them this time; and a turkey’s the next 
best thing.” 








HAD knew even better than his 

father the places which were most 
likely to yield the game that he sought. 
Yet poor luck had attended him so far, 
and now the early morning, the most 
favorable time for turkey hunting, had 
passed. Nevertheless, his hopes were 
high as he stole with infinite caution and 
hair-trigger alertness amid 
the trunks of the great 
trees deep in the Otter 
Woods, as he called them. 
because once he had 
watched an otter there 
for over an hour. 

He knew that several 
turkeys, including one big 
gobbler, sometimes came 
to these woods in the early 
forenoon for a mid-day 
siesta. Twice he had 


1925 


startled this gobbler from the same tall pine. He planned 
now to post himself in ambush near the foot of this pine and 
wait for the gobbler to come in for its noontide nap; and 
meanwhile, as he approached the place, he scanned the 
wood’s vistas keenly because more than once he had found 
amid the pine-strew scratches which proved that turkeys 
occasionally came tuere to feed. 

Presently, when the gobbler’s big tree loomed close in front 
of him, he found a spot which suited his purpose. Sitting on 
the pinestraw, his back against the trunk of a young water oak 
at the edge of a small thicket of gallberry which partly en- 
circled him, he was almost invisible in his dun corduroy and 
khaki—a soundless, inconspicuous figure, motionless as a 
stump. Probably a long wait lay ahead of him, but he looked 
forward to it with satisfaction, even with pleasure. 

He knew that the woods, lonely and empty though they 
seemed, were alive. Softly as he had moved, he was aware that 
keen ears had heard him, though he could not tell what ears. 
Keenly as he had scanned the ground and the branches, he 
was sure that sharp eyes which he had not been able to see 
had studied him as he made his way amid the tree trunks. 

He knew also that the woods’ folk as a rule have short memo- 
ries and that it is movement which attracts and holds their 
attention. After he had remained for a little while motionless 
and silent in his ambush, he would be forgotten by some, 
ignored by others of the lesser forest creatures; and while most 
of the larger woods’ dwellers moved about mainly at night, 
there was always a chance that some venturesome or unusually 
hungry prowler would pass nearby. 

For a whic he saw and heard only the smaller people of the 
woods—inquisitive ruby-crowned kinglets scolding peevishly 
and peering at him with round, beady little eyes; acrobatic- 
tufted tits swinging head downward amid the higher branches; 
blue-gray white-breasted nuthatches traveling up and down 
the tree trunks like deliberate feathered mice and talking 
incessantly to one another in nasal, unvarying tones. Soon, 
however, a big white-nosed iron-gray fox squirrel showed 
himself near the top of a pine; and presently, from a small 
steep-sided stream which wound throiigh the wood fifty feet 
in front of his ambush, came a subdued splash which told the 
boy that some large bird or mammal had moved in the water. 
He wondered whether another otter had taken up its abode in 


Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull 









































































the Otter Woods, and for 
some minutes he considere«| 
the ‘advisability of creeping 
forward cautiously to a point 
whence he could see the sur- 
face of the brook. Suddenly, 
however, a slight move- 
ment to his right drove 
this plan out of his 
mind. 

Crouching close to the 
ground, a big male grav 
fox was creep- 
ing slowly 
across the pine- 
straw carpet. 
Chad’s eyes 
gleamed as his 
lips silently 
framed two 
words. “Old 
Ringtail,” he 
whispered un- 
der his breath 
and his hand 
tightened on 
the barrel of his 
gun. Yet, 
though the fox 
was within easy 
range, the boy 
made no further 
move. 








E OWED 

old Ring- 
tail a grudge. 
The big gray 
fox, with the 
strangely 
barred _ tail 
which was 
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unlike the tail of any other gray fox ever seen in that region, 
had raided the plantation poultry flock on at least two occa 
sions and had carried off at least two fine hens. But to Chad, 
Ringtail had long been a sort of hero because of the almost 
incredible skill which he had shown in baffling the best fox 
hunters and the best fox dogs of the neighborhood. Many 
stories were told of his cunning, and at least some of them 
were true; and the boy, though he himseitt was an ardent 
hunter, found a keen pleasure in these 
accounts of Ringtail’s prowess and was 
conscious of a certain sympathy for the 
old dog fox who had proved himself 
more than a match for the finest hunt- 
ing packs. True, when he had satisfied 
himself by an examination of certain 
tell-tale tracks that it was Ringtail who 
had stolen his hens, Chad had vowed 
revenge. Yet, that the 
he held his hand. 

was a woods- 


~ 
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to have now 
chance had come, 

He waited because he 
man before he was a gunner—because 
his interest in the ways of the wild folk 
was stronger than his desire for revenge; 
and he realized at once that the old fox 
was planning something, that he was 





even then preparing some exploit which 


would be worth watching.  Ringtail’s 


Chad heard no splash of water as he had expected. Instead 
came a whirring tumult of wings, as three wood ducks cata- 
pulted upward from the creek and sped away through the trees, 
crying shrilly. Simultaneously Chad leaped to his feet and 
whipped his gun to his shoulder, the muzzle pointing upward 
toward the lofty limb where the gobbler had been perching. 
a fraction of a second, At the first 
the gobbler had launched 


He was too late by 
flurry of the wood ducks’ 


, See aan i ' 
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SCOUTS’ THANKSGIVING 


By Bert Leach 


Eternal Father of us alli, 
Within the hollow of whose hand 

Our fortunes lie, all powerful 

And no less merciful,—we stand 
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too often to take chances; for his unusual size and, especially, 
his unique brush made him the particular object of many a 
fox hunter’s ambition. Having had but three glimpses of the 
fox in the course of as many years, Chad would have laughed 
at the notion that he might encounter Ringtail again that 
very day. Yet so the forest Fates willed it. 
By then it was mid-afternoon. Tired, disappointed and a 
little angry with himself, Chad was making his way homeward. 
But for his desire to watch Ringtail stalk 
a victim, he would have bagged the big 
| gobbler which his father expected or at 
Hi least hoped for. He was deeply cha- 
grined at his failure, which he felt was 
his own fault; and for some hours after 
the affair in the Otter Woods he had 
hunted diligently, hoping that he might 
still have the luck to “walk up”’ a feed- 
ing or roosting turkey. His search, 
however, had been fruitless. He had 
seen no game which would serve his 
purpose, though once at long range he 
had glimpsed the white flag of a fine 
buck which leaped from its bed in the 
green top of a fallen pine tree. Finally, 
he had given up his quest, and turned 
homeward. 
A deer path brought him to the 
woods’ edge, and for some distance he 





every movement 





whole attitude, his 
showed that he was deeply absorbed 
in some important and pressing piece 


followed the margin of the forest. To 


In reverence this appointed day. : 
his left stretched a wide expanse of 


If erstwhile we have been remiss 






of business; and Chad’s eyes searched H Th thi teful abandoned rice-field, thickly grown 
the woods in front, striving to deter- oar ou, As grate prayer we Say, with tall cat-tails, reeds and water- 
And earlier days comprise in this. grasses, yellow and sere now that 





mine the fox’s purpose. 


Plainly he had scented game. As he autumn had come. Beyond the rice- 


fields wound a river; and beyond the 
river lay a wilderness of marsh and low 
thick jungle, stretching for miles, an 


The world Thou hast most lovely made, 
Our ears and eyes delight therein. 





ly, his delicate feet making no sound, 





at times his pointed nose was raised 
high, moving from side to side. He was 
creeping straight toward the little 
creek winding through the forest behind 
steep banks which hid the water from 

and Chad, realizing that the wind | 
blew from the creek toward the fox, 
suddenly remembered the splashing 

sound which he had heard in the brook 


crept forward, very slowly and cautious- 


view; 





a few minutes before. 

He watched the fox eagerly, con- 
vinced that he had found the key to old 
Ringtail’s strategy, though he wasstillin 
the dark as to what creature it was that 
had made that splash. He reflected, 
however, that Ringtail knew what he was 
about; that he was relying not upon 
sound alone but upon an even surer guide 
than sound; that his wonderful nose told 
him precisely what it was that lurked in 
the creek-bed or on on the surface of the 
water. And, as had happened often in 
the past, the human hunter felt a thrill 





of envy as he considered that marvelous 
power of scent which is of greater value 
to the four-footed hunters than either 


sight or hearing—of greater value, JB 








even, 


| Hills, streams, and woodland, glen and glade, 
Our bodies, sound and firm and clean, 
Books, schools, the welfare of our souls, 
Work for our willing hands, and play,— 
For all this joy that round us rolls 
We thank Thee this Thanksgiving Day. 


Around our blazing hearth, O Lord, 
At evening we together sit; 

This day we heard Thy Holy Word, 
And grateful are we all for it; 

And lastly, as we gather round, 
Our friends, 

With heart-born gratitude profound, 

We thank Thee for each other. 


I iv it a — “a 


our kindred, father, mother, 











than strength or speed. 

The minutes passed. Still the old foxcrept forward, moving 
as he neared the creek-bank, sometimes 
almost crawling on the ground; and still Chad waited 
and motionless, forgetful of the gobbler in search of which he 
had come to the Otter Woods. Twice Ringtail had changed 
his direction slightly; and although he had heard no sound 
from the creek-bed, the boy knew that the creature lurking 
there had twice moved a little further up the stream. At last 
the fox crouched upon the very brink of the bank, just behind 
small tuft of yellow, Phere he 
still as a graven head raised an 
or two above the ground and pointing down the 


more and more slowly 


tense 


half-dead weeds remaimed, 


image, ears tlattened, 


troam, 
followed minute until it seemed to Chad that 


N INUTE f i . i 
fully a quarter of an hour must have passed. 


and a great wick 


I hen, just 
as a dark shadow swept across the ground 
winged bird swung in above the tree-tops and came to rest in 
the tallest pine, the Ringtail had tightened 
his muscles for the leap. 

Chad made his decision instantly. ‘The 
come. He stood on the high limb upon which he had just 
alighted, peering all around him with bright, suspicious eyes. 
a shot which would surely 


boy realized that 


big gobbler hac 


This was the moment for a shot 
bring him down. Again Chad’s hand tightened on his gun; 
and again it rested there inactive, motionless. 

Once more the woodsman in him had triumphed over the 
gunner. The gobbler could wait. Above Chad was 
determined to watch to the end the little drama of the woods 
which Ringtail was about to bring to a climax. 

A moment he saw the fox poise himself on the creck-bank, 
his ears cocked forward now, his body half-raised on his slim 
wiry legs, his furry, faintly barred tail twisted a little to the 
side. Then, like a flash, he bounded over the rim of the bank 
and vanished. 


all else 


inch 


Chad caught one glimpse of a great 
wide-winged shape sailing swiftly amid the 
Then he lowered his eyes to see Ringtail the fox standing on 
him calmly, a male wood duck 


himself from his perch. 


away tree-tops. 


the creek bank gazing at 
hanging from. his jaws. 
For perhaps five seconds the boy and the fox stared at 
‘Then, with a sudden swing of 
He had watched the woods’ 
end; it was now time for Ringtail 
vobbler. Moreover, wood ducks were 


had learned with 


each other without moving. 


his body, Chad leveled his gun. 
drama through to its action. 
had cost him a fine 


favorites of his, and he angry surprise thai 


among their many enemies was numbered at least one fox. 
Chad had never known a fox to prey on wood ducks before; 
hut evidently old Ringtail knew how to catch them, without 
feet wet, by stalking them along this narrow 
uuncing on them when they came out on 
bank. It was time to end the 
precious fowl and 


even getting his 

and p- 
margin below the 
murderer of 


woods’ creek 


the sandy 
career of this wild costly 
thoroughbred hens. 

Quickly as these thoughts flashed through the boy’s brain, 
they were no quicker than the old fox whom they so vitally 
concerned. Suddenly, mysteriously, Ringtail vanished like a 
bounding with the swiftness of light down the steep 
Chad ran forward, holding his gun 
carrying his duck with him. 


ghosi, 
bank just behind him. 
ready; but Ringtail had gone, 
bos at least three years and probably four, Ringtail had 

lived in the neighborhood of the plantation. Yet Chad, 
though he spent much time in the woods, had seen him only 
three times. In his extreme secretiveness the old dog fox was 
unlike many others of his kind. Sometimes the gray fox 
seems to take a certain joy in showing himself to man provided 
the man carries no gun, but old Ringtail was much too wise to 
foolishness. He had been hunted 


indulge in such dangerou 













almost impenetrable fastness, the home 
of many deer and even a few black bear. 
Chad watched the open spaces to 
his left rather than the woods to his 
right. In the woods, little visible life 
was stirring; but above the rice-fields, 
above the river and above the jungly 
wilderness beyond, the air was full of 
movement. Small platoons of swift- 
flying mallards winged their way here 
and there, passing from one rice-field 
canal to another. Innumerable com- 
panies of blackbirds wheeled and 
maneuvered in the air. Now and again, 
a flock of doves passed well out of range, 
their long, pointed wings driving them 
at high speed. ‘The graceful white 
herons which abounded on the rice- 
fields in summer had vanished with the 
advent of cool weather; but in their 
place had come other birds less beauti- 
ful perhaps, but not less interesting 
long-tailed marsh harriers quartering 
big redtailed hawks, 
stately; a pair of 
soaring grandly 


the grassy plains; 
wide-winged and 
white-headed 
in the upper air. 

Chad was watching one of the circling redtails when, at a 
much lower height, three swift-flying birds shot across the 
field of his vision. He recognized them at once as wood ducks 
which had come out of the woods to his right; and following 
their course, he saw them swing around in a half circle, and 
then slant down to a spot in the rice-field not far from the 
woods’ edge and perhaps a quarter of a mile ahead. Chad 
knew that spot well. A pool lay there, just at the head of a 
a placid, tiny pond which seemed always to be 
teeming with life. ‘The wood ducks, he knew, were dabbling 
about the of this pond; and he 
thought with regret of the law which protected them and of 
But for that law, 
indeed, 


eagles 


small canal 


shallow reed-grown margins 
his father’s warning to leave them alone. 
he might yet carry home some game worth having 


the finest game that the plantation country afforded. 


S HE neared the pool, he decided that just for the fun of 

it, he would stalk the ducks; not in order to shoot them, 
but simply to see how close he could get to them 
without being discovered. ‘To carry out this purpose, he 
turned and made his way across the wet rice-field to a low 
bank thickly grown with reeds, then walked along the bank 
in the direction of the pool. Close to the little pond this bank 
joined at right-angles another and larger bank which extended 
from the woods clear across the rice-field to the river shore; 
and just at the junction of these two banks, Chad saw a sur- 
prising thing. 

He saw Ringtail, the fox, standing in the path on the larger 
bank; and he saw with interest, too, that Ringtail held the 
body of a male wood duck in his jaws, evidently the same 
duck that the fox had captured in the Otter Woods that 
morning. Plainly Ringtail was not hungry and was saving 
his game until his appetite returned. But what was he up 
Why was he standing motionless 


ol course, 


to now, the boy wondered 
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on the rice-field bank, his head held high, his sensitive nose 
testing the air? 

Chad, screened by the reeds, stood still as a statue, his gun 
ready, his eyes studying the fox. Again an odd stroke of 
fortune had placed Ringtail at’his mercy; yet, again, he found 
himself loath to fire the shot which would end the career of this 
furry brigand, this wild hunter whose wits had kept him safe 
so long amid so many dangers. Chad could not help admiring 
the beauty of the fox as he stood at attention, keenly alert, 
vividly alive, his thick coat of silver-gray, 





seemed to Chad impossible that Ringtail could make his way 
through them so noiselessly as to get within leaping distance 
of his prey. 

Yet, strange to say, Chad’s feeling had undergone a complete 
reversal. Whereas heretofore his sympathies had been all 
with the ducks and against their would-be slayer, he now found 
himself earnestly hoping that Ringtail would succeed. In 
part, this change of sentiment was due to the admiration which 
he hhad conceived for the old fox’s sagacity and skill—the 
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That, however, mattered little. In a minute or two, he 
would know. He waited, tense, expectant, his gun _half- 
raised to his shoulder, his eyes fixed on the open space just 
ahead of him at the intersection of the two paths. Whether 
Ringtail had failed or succeeded, he would return to get the 
duck that he had left on the bank. Chad, standing behind 
the screen of reeds just around the corner where the two paths 
came together, would not be able to see Ringtail until the fox 
had reached the opening where he had left the duck. That 

would be the critical moment. Chad awaited 
be _. it, every muscle taut, his finger on the 





russet and black shining in the sun. The eens Ee oe Sided lnk rca 


young woodsman hesitated. Once more he 
felt sure that Ringtail was planning some- 
thing, and again he was conscious of a con- 
suming curiosity to learn what that plan was, 
to watch the execution of the fox’s design. 
Presently, as the boy waited, Ringtail 
dropped the dead duck hanging from his 
jaws, lifted his head still higher and care- 
fully sniffed the breeze, waving his nose 
from side to side. Ina flash, Chad realized 
the fox’s purpose. Evidently he had scented 
the wood ducks in the pool a little ahead of 
him up the wind, and, although he already 
had one duck, he was going to try for an- 
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For a moment Chad, angry at the thought 
of a second raid on the ducks, was on the 
point of throwing his gun to his shoulder. 
Then suddenly an idea came to him. His 
tightened muscles relaxed; but more eagerly 
than ever he watched the fox, awaiting his 
next move. 

That move was exactly what Chad ex- 
pected. After a moment or two, Ringtail 
seemed completely satisfied with what his 
nose told him. Leaving his duck lying on 
the ground, he walked slowly forward along the bank in the 
direction of the pool, passing out of sight amid the tall reeds 
and cat-tails. Chad waited some minutes, then very slowly 
and cautiously stole forward almost to the intersection of 
the two paths. There he halted and stood motionless, strain- 
ing to catch some sound from the direction of the pool. 


E COULD not see the pool, for the reeds hid it from view. 

But he could imagine what was taking place there—the 

three wood ducks dabbling in the shallows close to the margin, 
idling and feeding amid the succulent green water-growths 
along the edges; the lithe gray hunter creeping nearer and 
nearer amid the reeds, skilfully utilizing every scrap of cover 
to screen his slow approach. Chad knew the spot well. 
He could see it and its surroundings clearly in his mind’s eye; 
and he figured the chances rapidly, deciding that, on the whole, 
the odds were against the gray hunter. The dry leaves of the 
frost-killed cat-tails would crackle at the slightest touch. It 








The hero is Lachlan Douglas, a cousin of Andy. The serial 
recounts his adventures as a Creek Indian captive, when Spain 
and France were plotting to drive American settlers from 
Tennessee by backing the Indians in warfare against them. 


trigger. 


T BURST upon him unexpectedly, seconds 

sooner than he expected. He had heard 
not the faintest sound: but, all at once, there 
in the opening where the two paths joined 
stood Ringtail, his tail ears pricked, his 
plumy, faintly barred brush waving slowly 
from side to side. He had not failed. In 
his jaws he held another wood duck, a fine 
drake; and with a playful flourish of his 


Author of ‘The Mountain Man” and other Andy head, as though rejoicing over his tri- 
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umph, he dropped this second trophy of 
his skill beside the other duck lying in the 
path. 

Next moment, as the old fox raised his 
head, he saw Chad standing not twenty 
feet from him in the other path, his gun 
leveled. 

For half a second the two looked into 
each other’s eyes. Then the crashing roar 
of the shotgun shattered the silence. 

Chad walked forward briskly, breeching 
the gun and slipping in another cartridge. 





admiration which one good woodsman feels for another who 
has demonstrated his proficiency in the exacting arts of the 
woods. But in still larger part, the change was due to the 
idea, the plan, which had been born in Chad’s mind a few 
minutes before. For the success of that plan depended on 
the outcome of Ringtail’s undertaking. 

The slow minutes passed. Chad waited as patiently as he 
could, knowing that the old fox was a careful worker and that 
this time he had need of especial caution. Yet the boy’s 
patience was almost exhausted when at last he heard the 
sound for which he had been waiting—a sudden loud splashing, 
a violent whirring of swiftly-beating wings, followed immedi- 
ately by the plaintive, discordant cry of a wood duck startled 
into flight. Chad craned his neck trying to see how many 
ducks rose from the pool; but the frightened birds flew in 
the opposite direction, partly hidden by the tall reeds, 
and he could not make sure whether they were two or three 
in number. 








His tanned face wore a broad grin. He 
would never forget the expression on Ring- 
tail’s countenance the moment before he had pulled trigger, 
and he wondered gleefully what the old fox was thinking 
now. One thing he was sure of: Ringtail was still running 
and he would continue running for quite a while. 

Chad stooped and examined the two wood ducks lying on 
the ground where Ringtail had placed them. They were in 
perfect condition, unbruised and showing only a few traces of 
blood. Then he glanced at the cat-tails beyond the bank, 
riddled and torn by the charge of turkey shot which he had 
fired five feet over the fox’s head. Finally, grinning more 
broadly than ever, he picked up the ducks and started home- 
ward. 

Presently he laughed aloud. 

“*So,” he chuckled, ‘‘ the Judge is counting on summer ducks 
for dinner to-morrow, is he? Well, he'll have them, and 
without breaking any law either. But he ought to propose 
a rising vote of thanks to a certain old friend of mine who goes 
by the name of Ringtail in these parts.” 
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barkey 


= UT I don’t know your old Aunt!” Pete Johnston 
protested. we have turkey right here 

in school, don’t we?” 
‘Huh, what kind of 


‘ Besides, 
turkey?” jeered Cass 
Browning. 

‘What kind? How do | know? 
Turkey’s turkey, isn’t it?” 

‘No, sir! There are all sorts of turkeys, Pete; Vermont 
turkeys and Rhode Island turkeys—and wild turkeys—— 

“Yeah, and Turkey red, but that us 

““And then there’s school turkey, the sort you get here,” 
went on Cass. “Skinny and tough and all dried up. Now 
\unt Josephine’s turkey—gosh, you just ought to sink a tooth 
in that, Pete! M-m-mm, boy! Big and fat and golden- 
brown, with the juice spouting out if you just touch it with 
a fork. And, say, talk about dressing! Aunt Josephine 
And then there'll be cranberry 


Think I’m a—a Sultan? 


makes hers with chestnuts. 
s:tuce and sweet potatoes and white potatoes and squash—— 
‘fT don’t like squash,” muttered Pete. 
“Well, you wouldn't starve if you passed it up, would you? 
I’m just telling you what you'll get. Squash and—onions—’ 
‘I don’t 4 


By Ralph Henry Barbour 
Illustrated by John 


at two! Are you certain there isn’t a train before that? 
‘Yep,” said the agent. “Take the two-twenty-two from 


here and you'll connect nicely.” : 
They went out and sat on a baggage-truck. Pete indulged 
in sarcasms. Cass laid it all on the asterisk. The nine- 
twenty-seven came and departed, and they watched it go 
apathetically. Then, after a long silence, Pete sighed and 
said: “Well, come on, Cass. Let’s go back. Guess it 
doesn’t get you anything to be too particular about your 
turkey. Wish I hadn’t gone and got all dolled up, and blacked 
my shoes and everything. Gosh, what a sell!” 
‘I’ve got it!” triumphantly. 
a car!” 
‘“*Who’s going to pay for it?” 
“We will. I’ve got four dollars and something. How 
much have you got?” 
‘Three and a quarter, but that———”’ 
‘That’s seven isn’t it? Well, I'll bet we can hire 
pas for that. Come on!” 
It was even as Cass said, although at first the garage man 
held out for ten dollars and didn’t capitulate until the boys 


exclaimed Cass 


‘We'll hire 


2 Ford all 





“And celery,” other 


proceeded the 
‘And olives “ 


hurriedly. 


4 os 
‘For goodness’ sake, what do you 
like? 


“Olives,” answered Pete calmly. “TI 
was just saying so.” 

“Oh! Glad you like something. Then 
for dessert there’ll be mince pie and 
pumpkin pie and—and cheese—Oh, | 


guess I've forgotten a lot of things! 


““What does she have to drink?”’ asked 
Pete. 
“Sweet cider! Slathers of it! Uncle 


Norton makes it himself out of his own 
russets.””’ 

‘How far is it and how do we get 
there?”” Pete inquired, looking very 
hungry. 

“Ti’s only about seventeen miles by 
train, and there’s one at nine-twenty- 
seven. I looked it up.” 

‘Maybe she wouldn’t want company,” 
said Pete. 

‘Haven't I been telling you how—how 
hospitable she is?” asked Cass impa- again. 
tiently. 
giving. Why, gosh, the last time I was 





na 








even t’ wust o’ us. 
conscience though it hain’t likely he recognized it es sech. Seems like Fargo 
would skin anybody any time he could. Ed isa hoss trader by natcher an 
He'll start out in t’ mornin’ with a rawboned cayuse an’ inside ° 
an hour he'll have it swapped fer another critter with a little money t’ boot. 
He'll make a dozen trades in a day an’ about sundown he'll come traipsin’ back 
on t’ same cayuse he started out on havin’ swapped it back sommers along t’ 
line. An he'll have fifty dollars in his britches pocket that'll be clear profit on _— 
t' day. One day he swaps a man-killin’ hoss to a tenderfoot stranger as is camped on 
When he gits back to t’ bunk house that night 
he hears as how this same stranger is a poor bozo of a lunger an he’s brung his wife he said. Cass’ sigh of relief 
and kids out t’ help him homestead it an’ make a fight fer his life. 
shouldn't of swapped him that devil hoss,” 
stranger is a-going’ to’ havea right hard fight t’ keep from crossin’ t’ Divide an they 
ain't no use in me lendin’ Destiny a helpin’ hand. That hoss’ll sure kill him quicker * en 
picks out a right gentle hoss from his string, goes 
over to t’ Little Porcupine an’ allows as how he’s just got t’ have that man-Liller back 
He swaps t’ stranger t’ gentle hoss an’ gives him twenty dollars t’ boot an’ t’ 
“She loves a crowd on Thanks boys in the Five Dot bunk house ain’t got over talkin about it yit. 


perfession. 


t’ South fork o’ t’ Little Porcupine. 


consumption if it gits a chance. So 
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“Did they catch him?” asked Cass eagerly. 

Catch nothin’! It didn’t take him over two minutes, and 
when Steve came runnin’ out, yellin’ blue murder, the feller 
was gone.” 

3ut they chased him?” 

““No one saw him go, kid. Weren’t many folks around, 
anyhow. Not till Steve began shouting. One feller says he 
was in a flivver and another feller says he had a big seven 
passenger touring. They'll catch him, though. State Police 
have been notified. All right. Start her up. Sounds better, 
don’t she? Huh? Oh, say thirty-five cents. So long.” 

They stopped near the drug store and gazed for a minute 
in fascination at the scene of the crime, but nothing interesting 
transpired and they went on again. The Skipper did sound 
better, but there was still a trace of the former malady. A 
mile or so further along Cass gave an exclamation of dismay, 
At the junction of a cross road sat a uniformed member of the 
State Police. Instinctively Cass slowed down. 

“What you scared of?” asked Pete. “We weren’t doing 
more than twenty-five.” 

“T know we weren’t,” Cass muttered. ‘“‘ But suppose he 
wants to see my license!” 

“What! Why, you said you had one, 





Sseays— 


Thar’s Fargo Ed o’ t’ Five Dot outfit. 


“Cherokee Charlie | 


ONSCIENCE is a right pesky part o’ a feller’s anatomy but 
takin’ it by an’ large it’ sa perty ackerit trailmaker fer a feller 
t’foller. There hain’t many o’ us what was created without any of it few 


Even Ed had a 


says Fargo, when he hears this. 


didn’t you?” 
“So I have, but it’s at home,” growled 
“What would I bring it to school 
with me for?” 
“Oh, well, if you tell him,” 


Cass. 
began Pete. 


ANS just then the officer held up his 
hand and The Skipper stopped a 
yards away. Pete saw that the 
motorcycle had a side-car attached, that 
the side-car was empty and that the of- 
ficer was staring very hard at them. 
‘Where you boys from?” he asked. 
Cass told him. ‘Pass any cars between 
here and Adler?” Cass truthfully said 
The policeman came over and looked 
into the back of The Skipper, grunted 
and waved them forward. “All right,” 
almost 
‘By mighty I car as it shot 
“That 


drowned the noise of the 
on again! 

‘Looking for the hold-up man,” said 
Pete, staring back at the once more mo- 
tionless figure of the officer. 

“Glad he wasn’t looking for my li- 
cense,” said Cass fervently. “If he had 
been we’d have been pinched, I guess.” 








there, two years ago, there must have 

been fourteen of us. She’ll be tickled to 

death to see us. Besides, I—I guess I’ve got to go. You see, 
mother’s been after me all fall to go and see Aunt Josephine, 
and if I’ve got to do it I guess Thanksgiving’s about as good 
a time as any.” 

‘I guess it is,” agreed Pete emphatically. 
ing, but it wouldn’t do to give in too easily. 
Doc will let us?” 

“Why not? We’re allowed to be away all day, aren’t we? 
We can’t go home because it’s too far to get back by nine, but 
he can’t stop us from going to Aunt Josephine’s, because it 
won’t be any trick at all to get to Clemford by noon and get 
back here by supper time. What do you say?” 

““We-ell, if you’re certain she wouldn’t mind me butting in. 
But you'll have to tell her I’m coming, Cass.” 

“Of course. This is Sunday. I'll write to her tomorrow.” 

So it was arranged, and on Thursday Cass and Pete joined 
the ranks of those of Doctor Morrell’s pupils who were fortu- 
nate enough to eat Thanksgiving dinner away from school. 
Attired in their best, they trudged superbly to the station in 
time for the nine-twenty-seven. It was quite an idecl day 
for Thanksgiving. But perhaps any sort of weather is ideal 
when you are leaving boarding school behind and setting forth 
for an Aunt Josephine’s! The sun was rather bashful and 
there was quite a wintry feel in the still air, but it was a morn- 
ing to make a fellow’s blood tingle and his appetite to grow 
fast. Infact, they were already hungry by the time the station 
for in their excitement they had sadly neg- 


He was weaken- 
“You think 


came in to view, 
lected breakfast. 

‘“‘What time does your Aunt have dinner?”’ Pete asked. 

*‘ About two, I think.” 

Pete did a sum in mental arithmetic and sighed. “Five 
hours! Oh, my gosh!” 

To reach Clemford from Woodside you changed at 
Waterford for a branch-line train. The time-table had 
told Cass that. But when they sought tickets they were 
met with the stunning information that on Thanksgiving and 
Christmas days the 9:52 on the Waterford branch didn’t run. 
The ticket-seller pointed to an asterisk that had escaped 
Cass’s notice. The next train for Clemford left Waterford 
at two-forty. 

“Two-forty!” 


gasped Cass. “But we’ve got to be there 


had emptied their pockets and convinced him that seven 
dollars was the total of their wealth; seven dollars and 
some small coins. Then since, as he said, he was going to 
close early and go home to his turkey dinner, and since, as 
Cass said, they would be very, very careful of the car, he 
took the seven dollars, cranked up a dilapidated flivver and 
wished them luck. Cass drove because he had a license 
and Pete hadn’t. They trundled out of Woodside at a few 
minutes after ten. 


HE car didn’t do so badly considering age and evident in- 

firmities, although Cass said he suspected that ten dollars 
had been the selling instead of the renting price! Not having 
driven for two months, Cass used caution and, save for scra- 
ping a flapping mudguard against a coal truck, reached Water- 
ford: without accident at ten twenty-one. The distance to 
Clemford by road was twenty-two miles, and Cass had prophe- 
sied that they would be at Aunt Josephine’s by eleven. But 
after they had wormed their way through Waterford he 
amended the prophecy. He said it might be nearly half-past 
eleven. Still, as Pete reflected, that would be time enough. 
He asked Cass if he had informed Aunt Josephine when to 
expect them, but Cass was frowning at the engine just then 
and didn’t answer. 

The engine was missing now quite regularly, but it kept on 
going. Cass dubbed the car The Skipper, a not inappropriate 
name since progress was distinctly a series of jumps and 
lurches. Four miles outside Waterford a small town pro- 
claimed itself Ad!er and a service station advertised repairs. 
They had forty-seven cents left, and they decided to have 
The Skipper attended to. The town seemed to be celebrating 
Thanksgiving more heartily than either Woodside or Water- 
ford, for most of its population was gathered in groups along 
the main thoroughfare engaged in earnest conversation. This 
phenomenon was explained by the repair man while he poked 
at The Skipper’s vitals with a long screw-driver. 

“You guys are just too late for the excitement,’ 
nounced. ‘‘Feller come along in a car about ten minutes 
ago, walked into Steve Buyers’ Drug Store over there and 
held up Steve with a gun. Got pretty near four hundred 
dollars from the safe. Slick, eh?” 


he an- 


“but I guess you didn’t. 


A 
Two miles further another interrup- 
tion ensued. In front of a small house 
set close to the highway a woman in a blue-checked dress 
was behaving so strangely that Cass just naturally pulled 
up to see what was wrong. He suspected that the house 
was on fire, but the woman, who seemed a rather unpleasant 
person even in view of the provocation she had received, 
instantly set him right. 

*T wan’t you boys took it, I guess,” she said shrilly as they 
leaned out. “‘I ain’t sayin’ you wouldn’t if you had a chance, 
If [ knowed who did take it I’d skin 
’em alive! I'd have ’em arrested, too, I would so! ’T wan't 
on the window-still more’n five minutes, either! Right yon- 
der!’”’ She pointed with the broom she had been waving so 
excitedly. ‘‘Varmints, they be, the whole lot of ’em! I'll 
skin ’em——” 

“What was it, ma’am?” ventured Pete interestedly. But 
Cass, who was nearest the irate woman and the agitated 
broom, suddenly let in the clutch and The Skipper rolled on. 
From behind, the shrill voice pursued them, dwindling to 
silence eventually. Cass was chuckling. 

“Some fellow stole a pie, I guess,” he said. 
will poison him if he eats it!” 

“ Awfully dishonest country around here,” observed Pete. 

Their journey was considerably more than half accom- 
plished when once more there came a pause. This time it was 
a traveler in a medium-sized car with a New Jersey license 
plate who signaled them to stop. The car, leaded in the 
direction in which The Skipper was traveling, stood by the 
side of the road with its hood thrown back. The driver, a 
youngish man with a smooth face, accosted them. ‘ Awfully 
sorry to trouble you fellows,” he said, “but my car’s broken 
down.” . 

“That’s all right,” answered Cass. 
What seems to be the trouble?” 

‘Forgot to put oil in and everything’s jammed tight. 
Look at her sizzle!” 

She was sizzling beyond any doubt. ‘Want me to send 
a mechanic out?” asked Cass. ‘‘Or do you think you’ll have 
to be towed?” 

“Well, I don’t know.” The man was leaning against The 
Skipper now, a foot on the running-board, and Pete didn’t 
like his looks so well. For one thing, his blue eyes were colJ 


“Tl bet it 


“ Anything we can do? 
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and shifty; for another his smile was crooked; for a third his 
hands were very, very dirty, so dirty that even ministering to 
a broken-down engine couldn’t account for their condition. 
Pete was glad that they had only twelve cents left and that his 
watch was nickel! “TI was thinking,” continued the man, 
‘that maybe I could get hold of a State Police feilow and get 
‘him to take word back to the next town. 
have seen one lately, I suppose.” 

“Oh, yes,” 
five miles back.” 

“Oh, you did, eh?” The man didn’t sound as pleased as 
Cass thought he should. He looked in the indicated direction 
and asked: ‘‘ Was he coming this way?” 

“No, he was just sitting on his motorcycle. You see, there 
was a hold-up awhile back at a place called Adler and I guess 
the cop was watching for the crook.” 

“A hold-up, eh? Goodness, what’s the world coming to? 
Well, say, I wonder if you'll do a favor for me. I suppose 
you're going through Thomasville.” 

“Thomasville? I’m not sure. 
called Clemford.” 

“Well, Thomasville’s straight ahead about nine miles,” said 
the man hurriedly. “It won’t be out of your way none, | 
guess. I’ve got to stay here with the car, see? And I’ve got 
a turkey in there that I promised to get to a fellow in Thomas- 
ville in time for dinner. He’ll be looking for it and-——” 

“Why, certainly,” said Cass. ‘We'll take it. What’s 
his name?” 

“Pinzner, Joe Pinzner. He runs a cigar store at the corner 
of Howard Street and Railroad Avenue. You can’t miss it 
Has yellow signs and sits right across from the station. You 
just leave the turkey with him and say ‘Stout’ sent it. Un 
derstand?” 

“Ves, sir. Joe Pinzner, across from the railway station. 
Say Mr. Stout sent it.” 

“No, not ‘Mister’ Stout,” said the other impatiently. 
“Just ‘Stout.’ It’s a nickname, see?” He continued to 
stare fixedly back along the road, doubtless impatient for the 
arrival of the policeman. ‘‘T’ll get it,’ he added. 


Don't happen to 


said Cass reassuringly, ‘we passed one about 


We’re headed for a place 


IX CAME back bearing something large that was hidden 

from sight by a motor-robe. ‘‘Leave this over it and 
keep the dust off, see?’’ he instructed as he placed the thing in 
the back of the little car. “And you can have it for your 
trouble,” he added. All right now. 
Much obliged, and—say, I guess you’d better step on the gas, 
because Joe’s going to have an early dinner.” 

“Sure you don’t want me to send someone out here?” asked 
Cass. The man shook his head impatiently, waved them 
away and watched them out of sight. 

“Funny game,”’ mused Cass. ‘‘How’s he expect to get the 
car fixed if he doesn’t get word to a garage somewhere? Say, 
what’s it like, Pete? Have a look.” 

“Why—why,” ejaculated Pete mufiledly as he hung over 
the back of his seat and peered beneath the robe, “‘it’s 
cooked!”’ 


“Tt’s a good robe, son. 


1925 


“Cooked? Well, that’s a funny one! Gosh, wouldn’t it 
be a sell if we took it along to Aunt Josephine’s, eh? Might 
tell her we’d brought our own dinner with us,” chuckled Cass. 
“Say, what was the name of that fellow?” 

* Mincer. wasn’t it?” 
“Something like that. Anyway, we've got a good-looking 
rohe. che” 
‘Yes, agreed Pete, and added thoughtfully: “And its 

Bet you it weighs fifteen 
All brown and o 
Whoa! 


sure a good-looking bird, too, Cass. 
pounds, easy! Cooked nice, too. 

“Cut it out!” said Cass. “I’m starved! 
did you see what that sign said?” 

Pete hadn’t, so they rolled back, and it said “ Bounceton, 
4 M—Clemford, 9 M.” Cass turned The Skipper into the 
right-hand road and went on. The road wasn’t as good as 
the one they had left, and Cass said Bounceton had been 
mighty . named! Bang! Even after Bounce- 
ton had been passed, however, the bounces continued, and 
perhaps it was one of them which jogged Pete’s senses, for 
he said suddenly: ‘‘Where’s Thomasville? That sign didn’t 
say anything about it!” 

Well, Cass didn’t know, but there wasn’t anyone in sight 
to ask and so they went bumping on, arguing a bit heatedly. 
It was fully twenty minutes later when a car that was almost 
a duplicate of The Skipper and must have been a very near 
relative came into view. Cass pulled up out of the way, 
halted and made signs. The other car stopped and an elderly 
man with a prominent and very nervous Adam’s apple stared 
mildly across at them. ‘‘Thomasville?” he repeated after 
Cass. ‘Why, Thomasville’s back there quite a spell. ’Bout 
cight miles, I call it. Go back to the main road and turn right 
and keep on across the covered bridge . 

“But, gosh, we can’t go back now!” 


Say, 


well . . 





“Fight 
Great Scott, why, it’s twenty minutes to twelve, Pete!’ 

‘Looks like we'd got to, though,” Pete said sadly. 
that confounded turkey!” 

“What do I care?” 
our own turkey? 
Josephine’s and—— 

“You boys selling turkeys?” inquired the elderly stranger. 

Cass explained everything exasperatedly, and ‘‘Sho,” said 
the man, “if that’s all that’s troublin’ you, ’tain’t nothin’. 
I’m agoin’ to Thomasville right now and I'll take it for you. 
What’s the man’s name, again?” 

“Nansen,” said Cass, ‘‘ Jim Nansen. 
a yellow sign—was it yellow, Pete?” 

“Green, I think.” 

“Yes, with a green sign, at the corner—well, right opposite 
the railway station.” 

“Guess I can find it,” said the helpful gentleman. 
about the robe?” 

Cass and Pete exchanged glances. Then Cass swallowed 
hard and said: ‘‘ You keep it for your trouble, sir.’’ 

“Why, thank you kindly, boys. It’s a right nice robe. 
Well, I'll be gettin’ along. Good day to you.” 

“Gee, that was lucky,” said Cass. ‘Even if we did have to 


wailed Cass. 
miles! 


* There's 


demanded Cass angrily. ‘*‘ How about 
It’s only a mile or so farther to Aunt 


He keeps a store with 


“What 


It 


give him the robe! Look, Pete, there’s Clemford! See the 
spire? That’s the Baptist Church. Only about a mile 
more now and then—Oh, boy! Hungry, Pete?” 

“T could eat nails,”’ answered Pete simply but very earnestly. 


"TRULY jogged through the single street that seemed to be 
Clemford, chugged up a long hill and, their spirits rising 
with every cough of the motor, approached Aunt Josephine’s. 
Before long Cass, smiling contentedly, turned into a drive and 
headed for a large, square house that set well back from the 
winding road. Half-way along the tree-bordered lane he 
began a salvo on the horn. No one, however, appeared to 
hear it, and The Skipper rolled up to the front door apparently 
unsuspected of Aunt Josephine or Uncle Norton or anyone else. 
Cass jumped out and surveyed the white house in some per- 
plexity. It looked surprisingly silent and unconcerned. 
Then he climbed the steps, crossed the wide porch and tried 
the door. It refused to yield. He turned smiling y a care- 
less countenance to Pete and called down: “Doors locked. 
Got to ring.” 

Pete nodded. It was, he thought, rather funny to have all 
the shades pulled down like that. Far away somewhere a bell 
jangled. But nothing else happened. Cass rang again and 
again waited. Then he put a thumb on the button and leaned 
his weight against it and the distant jangling went on and on. 
Finally Cass desisted, came down the steps and looked up at 
the blank countenance of the house. He was still smiling, 
but it was an uneasy smile now. 

“‘T’ll go around back,” he said at last. 
in the kitchen or somewhere.” 

“Dead, likely,” growled Pete. 

Two minutes later Cass was back, shaking his head. “I 
guess they haven’t got back from church yet,” he observed. 
“We'll have to wait awhile. Come on up on the porch, Pete.” 

“Maybe they didn’t expect us so early,” said Pete, seating 
“What time did you say we'd get 


“Folks must be all 


himself on the top step. 
here?” 

‘{—I didn’t say,” replied Cass, avoiding the other’s in- 
“T didn’t think it was worth while.” 
* Pete stopped abruptly and stared accusingly 


quiring gaze. 
‘Huh, well 
at the other. “Cass Prowning, 
all!’ 
“Well, I didn’t have time, Pete. 
and—well, anyway, what was the use? I knew Aunt Jo 


Vil bet you never wrote at 
I was fearfully busy, 


sephine would be tickled to death to see us.” 
“Ves, it looks like it,” said Pete. ‘How do you know 
why, gee heck, how do you know they even live here now?” 
“What! Don’t be a dumb-bell! Why, of course they live 
here. I guess I know where my Aunt lives! They’\e¢ gone to 
church, like I told you. You talk like a fish, Pete!” Where 
upon Cass made another scrutiny of the silent house and then 
added: “Like a regular fish!’ But he said it much less con 
vincedly, and after that they sat in silence for a long while 
and watched the road. And nothing came into sight, and it 
got to be half-past twelve and Pete was certain that he was 
(Continued on page 34) 


He came back bearing something large that was hidden from 
sight by a motor-robe 
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dark 


HERE were rumors about the 

brothers. How these rumors started it would be 

impossible to say, but they have been traced back 

as far as little Irene McCormack, who told Willie 
Corway that the parents of the Liventi brothers “acted 
in shows.” 

On the strength of this information, Willie Corway took 
particular note of the Liventi boys when next he saw them on 
their way to school. Seeing nothing unusual about them, he 
reported to Irene that she ‘* was lyin’.” 

However, the rumor persisted, and the two boys who were 
newcomers in town were subjected to a kind of awesome 
surveillance in their immediate neighborhood. 

Finally, little Irene precipitated a climax by saying (and 
crossing her heart to verify it) that her big brother who 
traveled on the road had himself seen Signor aad Signora 
Liventi in refined vaudeville in Cincinnati. 
played a gorgeous concertina, while her husband clicited 
Irene’s brother 


Signora, he said, 


music from strings of bells which he shook. 
said that they “were all dressed up in gold and stuff.” With 
such authentic reports, perhaps Lrene may be pardoned for 
sticking out her tongue at Willie Corway. 

At all events this report was enough for Pee-Wee Harris. 
In the darkness of the night he walked past the unpretentious 
Liventi residence several times, casting fascinated glances at it. 
Seeing nothing more spectacular than the little, narrow porch 
with lighted windows opening upon it, he was finally embold- 
ened to ascend the steps with dramatic stealth and take a 
fearful peep at the interior. 

There was nothing to be seen in the little, ill-furnished 
parlor but a few shabby pieces of furniture and a discordantly 
ornate drop light on the center table. Sitting there was the 
only suggestion which the room contained of anything romantic 
or unusual. This was an old woman in a shawl of such a 
variety of vivid colors that in itself it suggested to the beholder 
something out of the ordinary in its wearer’s vocation and 
nationality. It was fringed and tinseled, and altogether 
bizarre. 

For the lack of anything else to bespeak the enticing glamor 
and mystery of ‘“‘acting in shows,” Pee-Wee accepted this 
gaudy article of apparel as proof positive that the parents of 
the Liventi boys were actually theatrical celebrities. 

And they were living on his own block, in one of the poor, 
little, old-fashioned houses up near the corner! The old 


It was he who first thought of using 
the sprinkler as a shower-bath 


woman in the multi-colored shawl was sewing, and it detracted 
somewhat from the vision which Pee-Wee had conjured up 
that she was darning a stocking, presumably the property of 
a real son of a real actor in real shows. 

Pee-Wee assumed (and here he was right) that the old 
woman in the tinseled shawl was the grandmother of Tasca 
and Bruno, and that she took care of them during the prolonged 
absences of Signor and Signora on the road. ‘To see the grand- 
mother of two boys whose parents acted in real shows was not 
much, but it was something. ‘To see upon the shoulders of 
such a very old woman, a shawl which would make a rainbow 
look like widows’ mourning by contrast, would seem to clinch 
the fugitive rumors about the neighborhood that Bruno and 


Tasca Liventi were connected with the stage. That shawl 


removed them from everything ordinary and cast a sort of 


glamor over them. 


EE-WEE walked reverently where the stage was concerned 

for he was himself a manager on an exceedingly humble 
scale. If he was not the greatest producer in town, he was 
certainly the greatest producer of the block on which he lived, 
a block containing nine houses and four boys. It was he who 
first thought of using the sprinkler as a shower-bath connected 
with an elevated wash-boiler full ef water to give a realistic 
demonstration at a church affair of how boy scouts can kindle 
a fire ina pelting rain. ‘This difficult operation was performed 
with twigs in a refrigerator pan while the sprinkler kept up a 
torrential downpour accompanied by thunder elicited from 
a sheet of tin roofing off stage. 

But Pee-Wee was not only a bold originator of stage effects 
(reproducing the marvelous resourcefulness of scouts); he 
was brave as well. And the very next time that he saw Tasca 
and Bruno he accosted them with charges of their theatrical 
connection. 

They were dark-skinned, brown-eyed boys, these brothers, 
with a handsome foreign look. ‘Tasca threw his head back and 
stared at Pee-Wee with his lustrous eyes as if receiving a 
challenge. 

Pee-Wee went straight to the point. “‘Do your mother 
and father act in shows?” he asked. ‘In real shows that you 
have to pay to get in?” 

“They’re as good as your father and mother,” Tasca 
answered. 

Pee-Wee 
thought that people who acted in shows and were all dressed 
in gold and stuff, were infinitely above the prosaic folk among 


received this as a compliment, for indeed he 


whom he lived. 
“Do they act in big shows where you have to buy tickets 
and where they have private boxes and everything?” he asked. 
“They’re artists,” said Tasca. 
“Do they paint pictures?” 
“No, they’re music artists.” 
“T got up lots of shows,” Pee-Wee said. 
where you had to pay ten cents, I did; scout shows. 


“T got up shows 
I bet 
you’re not scouts.” 


A Story with a Hundred Laughs 


By Percy K. Fitzhugh 


Illustrated by 
A. Conway Peyton 


“‘Nobody asked us,” said Bruno, 

““T ask you,” Pee-Wee promptly 
announced. “TI got a right to ask 
anybody I want to. Will you 
show me your mother and father 
sometime—if I get you into the 
scouts?” 

Here was a proposition. Bruno 
and Tasca looked with favor on 
joining the scouts. They knew so 
little about scouting that they 
were ready to believe that influ- 
ence was necessary to get them into the scout ranks. And 
Pee-Wee spoke as if he had unlimited influence. But Tasca, 
knowing his parents to be ordinary human beings, was a little 
perplexed. 

‘““What do you want to see them for?” he asked. 

“Do they wear all gold and stuff?” Pee-Wee inquired. 
“What do they take off when they act?” 

“They don’t take off anything,” Bruno said. 

“You got to take off something,” Pee-Wee persisted. “I 
took off a lion once—how he roars.” 

‘“*You mean imitate?” Bruno said. 

“They play bells and the concertina,” said Tasca, cutting 
the matter short, “cand they’re on Keith’s circuit.” 

“You mean circus?”’ Pee-Wee demanded. 

“*No, I don’t, I mean circuit,” said Tasca. “It means the 
different places they travel around to—all different theatres.” 

Pee-Wee gazed at the brothers almost with awe. 
do acting?” he asked. 

“We can play the marimba,” 


“Can you 
Bruno said; “our father 
showed us; he’s giving us lessons.’ 

Pee-Wee’s look of awe intensified. Here he was actually 
face to face with two future actors, who would in the fullness 
of time be all dressed in gold and stuff and go on a circuit— 
whatever that was. 

“What's a marimba?”’ he asked. 

“It’s all wooden bars and you hit them with hammers,” 
said Bruno. “We got one belongs all alone to us; my father 
doesn’t use it any more.” 

“Can 1 see it?”’ Pee-Wee asked. 
mother and father?” 

“Vou can see them Sunday when they get home,” said 


“And can I see your 


‘Tasca. 

“And Tl get you in the scouts,’ Pee-Wee said; “Ill get 
you in the new patrol P'm going to start, and you can be the 
band of it.” 

‘“\ marimba isn’t a band,” Bruno said. 

‘Sure it is,” said Pee-Wee; ‘‘ain’t music a band? T know 
all ‘about bands because I’m a scout. Did you ever act in real 
shows—in big shows?” 

“We did, only the Society wouldn’t let us because we have 
to go to school,” Bruno said. 

“Anyway you did act in real shows?” Pee-Wee persisted, 
gazing at them with extraordinary interest. 

“And we’re going to when we grow up,” Bruno said. 

“Well, anyway,” Pee-Wee said, “the Society can’t stop you 
from being scouts, that’s one sure thing. Societies have got 
nothing to say about scouts; I got more to say about it than 
they have. I’ma first class scout, so will you join? If you'll 
show me your mother and father you can be in the new 
patrol I’m starting, and we'll get up a show and you can 
act in it, because anyway I’m going to get up a show up 
in Little Valley, in a church up there. And if any society 
tries to stop you,” Pee-Wee added darkly, “I'll show 
them, I will. So do you want to join? Because I’m start- 
ing a new patrol that’s going to be called the Chipmunks? 
So what do you say?” 


ASCA and Bruno Liventi had never joined the scouts 
because they had never lived long enough in one plat: 
to make that worth while. They had traveled with their 
gorgeous parents until some organized busy-bodies had inter 
vened and required them to go to school. 
Youngsters though they were, these temperamental little 
Italians were familiar with all the great operas and had a 
natural love and aptitude for good music. It seemed a pity 
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that they had to go to school and sing Ok joy, Oh joy, the 
spring ts here. First and last they had more real culture than 
ever they would acquire in public school. 

But the powers ordained that these dark-eved strangers 
must study reading, writing and arithmetic. So Signor and 
his wife had taken the little house on Terrace Avenue in 
Bridgeboro and placed the two boys in the care of their 
picturesque old grandmother. The.house was one of three in 
a row and these looked strange enough on the block of hand- 
some residences where Pee-Wee lived. They seemed huddling 
together in very shame like a group of shabby, little triplets 
awestruck by the pretentious company in which they found 
themselves. The tenants in these little houses were not on 
cordial terms with Terrace Avenue. They did not go back and 
forth on the trains and discuss golf. 

As for Signor and his tinseled lady, they did not intrude in 
Bridgeboro society: Few people ever saw them. If Pee-Wee 
could have seen them coming down on the last train on 
Saturday nights (as they sometimes did) they would not have 
inspired him with awe. A dumpy, shabby, little Italian man 
with two huge traveling cases and a weary-looking woman 
also laboring with baggage, they did not look much lik the 
magnificent pair who smiled and bowed graciously on the 
Keith circuit. 

Weird sounds of practising emanated from the little house 
on Sundays when Signor and his wife were there. But their 
engagements often kept them away on Sundays too, and 
sometimes they would not visit Pridgeboro for weeks. ‘They 
went early and came late and no one had a chance to snub 
them. Not that anyone wished to, but the tenants who lived 
in the three little misplaced houses were not taken too seriously 
on Terrace Avenue. 

Bruno and Tasca wanted to join the scouts and soon they 
availed themselves of the only means they knew of to achieve 
this end. They stood in their dooryard one Saturday morning 
gazing wistfully at Pee-Wee as he strode by on his way to 
scout headquarters ready for the usual Saturday hike. To 
say that he was in his full scout regalia would be doing him an 
injustice. His scout regalia was more than full, it was flowing 
over. Asa scout it was his policy to show his colors, also his 
belt ax, his scout knife, his aluminum frying-pan, his compass 
and his watertight match container. lor though he was a 
faithful devotee of the much flaunted art of making a fire 
without a match, he never failed to wear this watertight 
container on a shoe-string around his neck. 


HE Liventi boys gazed at this passing spectacle with 
admiring consternation. That such a heroic creature 
could actually make a stipulation to see their poor mother and 
father, that he could make this the condition of a bargain, 
seemed preposterous. They did not believe that they could 
be accepted into the wonderful circle of scouting on any such 
easy terms. It was too good to be true. For, alas, poor Bruno 
and Tasca knew that what they had to show was very trifling 
and commonplace. They dwelt behind the scenes, these boys. 
It was Tasca who ventured upon a reference to the bargain. 
“Hey, if you want to—did you mean what you said?” he 
inquired bashfully. 

The hero paused. 

“Tf you want to see our mother and father you can come in 
to-morrow because they’re coming home late to-night,”’ Tasca 
said. He did not have quite the courage to refer specifically 
to the bargain, but he hoped that Pee-Wee would recall it. 

Our hero was, indeed, too much of a promoter to. have 
forgotten it. He had started many patrols, in fact that was 
his specialty, but the new Chipmunk aggregation was going 
to be something very unusual. Since learning the dark truth 
about the Liventis he had decided to make it a sort of musical 
and theatrical patrol, and to have a circuit, though he was 
not quite clear as to what was meant by that word. As for 
the Liventis he intended to kill two birds with one stone; he 
was going to gaze upon that gorgeous twain who “acted in 
real shows”’ and he was going to scoop in. two new members. 
He did not (as the brothers thought) regard his act as one of 
gracious condescension, a magnificent and epoch-making 
good turn. 

“Did you—did you honest and true mean what you said— 
about letting us come in?” Tasca ventured. “Because 
they’ll be here all day to-morrow.” 

“Will they be mad if I come and look at them?” Pee-Wee 
asked. Now that the great moment seemed almost at hand 
he was seized with fear and misgiving. 

“Why would they get mad?” Bruno 
asked. 

“T tell you what I’ll do,” Pee-Wee said. 
“Tl call three times outside first, hey? 
I'll give three squeaks like a chipmunk 
when he gets caught, hey? Because any- 
way you have to know the chipmunk 
squeak; it’s like this.” He gave an ex- 
ceedingly shrill imitation of the voice of a 
chipmunk, “when he is caught,’’ which seemed to impress the 
brothers. Pee-Wee might have taken a lesson from the hum- 
ble, little creature whom he had chosen as the godfather of 
his new patrol. For it is a quiet little animal having not 
much to say except (as Pee-Wee had observed) when it is 
caught. 

“See if you can do it,” Pee-Wee said. 
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Thus the Liventi boys took their first lesson in scouting 
from the great master. 

‘When I squeak like that three times to-morrow, you come 
to the door,’ Pee-Wee said. 


EE-WEE had always been an aggressive hero; among 
I. his comrades, Roy Blakeley and the others, he had always 
been able to hold his own against concerted attacks of jollying. 
But when he walked into the poor, little musty front room of 
the Liventi home, he stepped with reverence and awe. He 
felt that in a way he was on the stage. 

This feeling was increased by the presence of a sumptuous 
marimba,* a thing so magnificent in shining nickel and super- 
fluous metal ornamentation that it seemed quite out of place 
in its humble environment. Signor had discarded the ornate 
instrument (in deference to a capricious public) in favor of 
strings of bells also gorgeously mounted, by shaking which he 
extracted operatic and popular gems; he preferred the operatic. 

The Liventi boys kept their end of the bargain to the letter. 
Pee-Wee experienced a slight shock as the parents of the boys 
entered the room, Signor in his shirt sleeves and collarless, 
but with mustache twisted to deadly points and with arms 
gesticulating a welcome. 

“You are da scovia boy, huh?” he said. ‘“Scouta boy, dats 
all righta.”’ 

Signora was evidently weary from travel for she did no more 
than show herself, then withdrew; but Signor was a glorious 
host bowing and smiling as if he were receiving the whole 
personnel of the Boy Scouts of America. Pee-Wee was over- 
whelmed. If he had expected Signor to appear in tinseled 
knickerbockers, he at least was not disappointed at his wel- 
come. He could hardly reconcile the unbottoned, collarless 
shirt with the motley splendor of vaudeville as he knew it, 
but Signor was very friendly and ingratiating and that was 
better than all. He did not seem to stand aloof in awful maj- 
esty from the residents of Terrace Avenue. Tasca and Bruno 
seemed to say, “Now we have kept our word; what next?” 

Pee-Wee hardly knew what to say in this negligee but still 
romantic presence, so he said, “I get up shows sometimes; 
I’m going to get up a dandy one to act up in Little Valley. 
Maybe Tasca and Bruno could be in it, hey?” 

For answer Signor pressed his heart feelingly with ohe hand 
and grasped Pee-Wee’s with the other. Pee-Wee had never 
dreamed that “refined vaudeville” would take him to its 
bosom quite so readily. 

“You are da fina scouta boy, huh!” said Signor Liventi, 
brimming with cordial enthusiasm. “Tasca, Bruno, dey 
joiner da scout—you make ’em da scout. Aaah, dey play er 
da fine musick! Dey go er da hike—woods—all—fina. Shu, 
young mister! Dey be a da good scout. Hey, Tasca, 
Bruno; what you say?” 

Roving player and foreigner though he was, Signor knew 
what was in the air about scouting and he wanted those two 
boys of his to be scouts. It seemed as if he had waited 
for this opportunity. He was certainly appealing to the right 
authority. Pee-Wee was not only the smallest, he was also 
the greatest of boy scouts. He was the greatest scoutmaker 
known to the organization. He sat with befitting respect 
and listened to the dark-skinned brothers play selections with 
dextrous variations from “Carmen” while the gorgeous silvered 
frame of the resounding marimba vibrated under their vigor- 
ous and lightnine blows. Never again would Scout Harris 
permit the rabble outside the school to ridicule the Liventi 
boys and call them “‘ wops.”’ 


HE masterly performance of Bruno and Tasca inspired 

Pee-Wee with the spirit of big enterprise and abandoning 
the role of enraptured beholder he launched forth upon an 
outline of his latest cherished dream. 


*A marimba is an instrument consisting of a graduated row of wooden 
bars laid side by side from which music is made by strokes of a 
hammer. 
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“You are da fina scouta boy, huh!” 
said Signor Liventi 
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“Suuure, Vil get ’em into the scouts,” he ejaculated with 
comforting assurance, ‘“‘and they'll even go up to Temple 
Camp with us and everything—gee whiz, don’t you worry.” 

Signor Liventi was so far from worrying that he clapped 
his left hand over his heart and gracefully extended the other; 
he certainly had the grand manner, and it even obliterated 
his collarless shirt. ‘‘Winna da badge—shu!” he said glanc- 
ing proudly at his sons. ‘“‘ Maka da fine trail, hey? Shu.” 

“Sure they'll go trailing and everything,” Pee-Wee said. 
“But that’ll be in the summer after school closes and anyway 
before that, I have a dandy idea. Scouts, they’ve got lots of 
resources and I thought of a dandy way for Tasca and Bruno 
to win a badge even before they win it kind of as you might 
say.” 

The father and sons were all attention, anxious to know 
how a badge could be won before it was won. 

“You see you can’t get a merit badge till you’re a first-class 
scout,” our hero explained. “I’m one of those,” he added. 
“You got to go through two stages first—tenderfoot and 
second class.” 

Tasca and Bruno seemed enraptured at these details of 
scouting. 

“But anyway,” Pee-Wee said, “do you know what a 
teckinality is?” 

Signor raised his eyes dubiously as if to make the humili- 
ating confession that he did not know. 

“It’s when you think of a way to do a thing that’s against 
the regular way and that’s kind of just the same not against 
rule,”” Pee-Wee said. 

“Ah!” said Signor, apparently satisfied. 

“So I’m going to have Bruno and Tasca win the music 
badge,” said Pee-Wee. ‘“‘They got a right not to have it 
till they’re first-class scouts, but anyway, they can kind of 
win it and save it up, can’t they? Then when they get 
to be first-class scouts up at camp this summer all they’ll 
have to do is ask for the badges and they’ll get them, see? 
Do you want to know how I’m going to do it? I’m going to 
do it by having them be in a big show.” 

Signor stood speechless at Pee-Wee’s resource and enter- 
prise. The poor, little, dumpy man whom our hero had wished 
to gaze upon seemed ready to throw himself at the very feet 
of this diminutive embodiment of scouting. As for the broth- 
ers, they felt that they were already drawn into the magic 
circle by a master hand. They could trust to Pee-Wee, and 
all the joys of boy scouting would be theirs. 

“Dey maka da musick for da scouta boy,” said Signor with 
enthusiastic concurrence in Pee-Wee’s plans. 


EE-WEE held the floor more securely than ever, Signor 
Liventi and his good lady held an audience. “Do you 
know where Little Valley is?’ said he. 

“Tt’s about three stations up on the railroad,” Tasca said. 
He was proud that he knew something; he wondered if that 
knowledge were in the nature of scout knowledge. 

“Yes, but scouts don’t go by railroads,’’ Pee-Wee said 
scornfully. ‘‘Do you think Daniel Boone and Kit Carson 
went by railroads? Scouts hike, that’s the way they go. 
If it’s dark they go by the stars and. things like that. They 
can tell if they’re going north or south by looking at the moss 
on the trees. Maybe even they look for squirrels’ nests in 
trees—do you know why?” 

The brothers gaped in wonderment; their father gazed 
reverently. 

“Because on account of squirrels 
having their nests on the south side 
of trees.” \ 

Bruno and Tasca seemed to think 
this was nothing short of miraculous. 4 

(Continued on page 57) i 
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York Zoological Park, and as pretty as an old- 
fashioned doll 


N THE every-day life of our Zoological Park, there is 

only one event more thrilling than the safe arrival of 

a pair of rare and long-sought big animals that have 

come from a remote corner of theearth. Thesupreme 
thriller is in the moment when the news is flashed into the 
office that the distinguished pair has presented the estab 
lishment with a real Baby—alive, well and able to go 
under its own steam. 

These are the joys that partly compensate us for the 
shock of news of fights, accidents and sudden deaths. 

In our field of endeavor, the super-rare wild animals 
are mighty hard to land. Of course a few lucky acci 
dents happen, but nearly nine times out of ten the 
Rare One is the result of long months or years of effort 
‘The prelude consists of writing many 
letters to far-distant people, interview- 
ing many departing or newly arrived 
travelers, and patient planning, schem 
ing and paying to get it. In all this 
there is no smooth-concrete royal 
road to success. As the English say, 
““Tt’s dogged as does it!” 

In this getting business I never 
could decide which is most difficult, 
the capture of the animal, its trans- 
portation or its acclimatization in 
captivity. Every distinguished wild 
animal is a hazardous risk, and noth- 

* ing is to be considered safe until it 
has settled down for a month, and 
made good. 

Many an animal is keyed up by the 
excitements of a long journey, until 
it is turned loose into the quiet luxury 
of its permanent home. There it 































South African Mountain Zebra colt in the New * Libbie,” the Pygmy Hippopotamus of New York, and her newest baby 
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Beatrix Antelope, mother, and faun, about one year Nubian Giraffe baby 
old. Born in the N. ¥. Zoological Park three weeks old 


By William T. Hornaday 
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Rare Wild Babies of New York 


may relax, collapse and shamelessly die within five days. For them came to see the animals, and before this year ends the 
instance, our first baby gorilla grew sick and miserable,and died _ total of visitors, by turnstile recording, will probably exceed 


at the end of its first week. Our first infant giant tapir did —_2,500,000. 
likewise. Our first and last white mountain sheep lambs, 
collected for us by J. A. Loring on the Kuik Mountains at 
the head of Cook Inlet, did not live long enough to leave 
Alaska, and our littlest musk-ox calf 
survived only one week. 





































(Left) First 
Mountain 
Goat kid born 
in N.Y. Zoo 

































e =« ®*® 
, ~F 34 
* 


-™. sil 








All such happenings as these are very unfair to us. In self- 
defense we now sometimes refuse things that we know are 
notoriously bad risks. If any men can save exhausted and 
groggy arrivals, ours can. I just wish every friend of wild 
animals could right now see the long row of prime rarities that 
Keeper Riley gloriously presides over in the Kangaroo and 
Wild Swine House. Please note the oustanding species of that 
galaxy of stars: 

There is a big Aardvark from Africa, a Great Ant-eater 
from British Guiana, two White-Lipped Peccaries hailing from 
Panama, a trio of Anoas from Celebes, two Gray River-Hogs 
of South Africa, a Wart Hog representing British East Africa, 
a Wombat from Australia, and kangaroos and wallabies big 
and little, old, middle-aged, and babies in the pouch, until 
you are tired of looking at them. Do the people appreciate 








Beatrix Antelope from the Arabian Desert and faun 


MENTION these trifles because last year 

some nice old party put a piece in the paper 
saying that all zoos now alive should be killed, 
and no new ones should be born. I dare not 
tell you what a New York reporter reported was 
the expressed choice of famous 
York, as stated by delegates to the great demo- 
cratic convention, in the order of their general 
popularity. ‘The first was Wall Street; the 
second, the Woolworth Building; the third was 
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sights” in New 


Coney Island, ant 
you will just have 
to guess at No, 4. 

It is not our policy 
to make a great point 
of breeding wild an- 
imals. First and last, 
our chief business is 
to exhibit wild things, 
for educational pur- 
poses. We desire to 
show the greatest 
possible number of 
rare and interesting 
species, rather than 
an annual procession 
of baby animals. 
Nevertheless, there 
are babies and 
babies. We wel- 
come the common 
kinds with = glad 
hands, and = make 
much of them when 
they arrive, but 
when an extra-rare 
and celebrated 
couple presents us 
with an infant of a 

(Continued on 
page 59) 








such things? Verily, they do. 





On June 15, 1924, 75,802 of Baby Giant Tapir from Panama (San Blas district) 
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FOR ALL BOYS 





Scrub Nelson, Hero 


OACH “DAD” TAYLOR stood on the edge of the 

football field at Grandon Academy with Professor 

Packers, a new member of the faculty, watching 

the candidates for the football team sweating in 

the hot September sun. Professor Packers had played on his 

University team the previous fall, and having a love of football 

in his heart, he was out on the field at Grandon almost every 

afternoon. As he and Dad stood there watching the players, 

Pee Wee Martin, Grandon’s midget quarterback, threw a long 

pass, straight and true, toward them. A rather small boy, 

dark and slender, with a wistful, expressive face, ran hard for 

the pass, exerting every bit of strength in his body in the 

attempt to catch the ball, but just missed it by a few inches. 

As he ran after the rolling ball, Pee Wee called encouragingly, 
“Hard Luck, Nelson, oughter had it.” 

Nelson picked up the ball, threw it back to Martin, and 
trotted back to take his place in line with the backs and ends 
who were going down the field after passes thrown by Pee Wee. 
As he went back his attitude, his face, and even his move- 
ments, showed chagrin at missing the pass, and also his deter- 
mination not to miss the next one. He took his place in line 
muttering something to the effect that he would “bet he’d 
‘catch the next one.” 

‘“‘Who is that fellow,’ asked Packers. 

“Nelson,” Dad answered with a smile. “They call him 
‘Scrub’ Nelson.” 

“ Scrub’ Nelson? Why ‘Scrub’ Nelson?” 

“This is his senior year here. He has been out for the team 
every year since he came. For three years, he has played on 
the scrub team. He has played less than one quarter of a 
match game since he has been in school. ‘The fellows seem to 
think the name fits him.” 

“Hum,” Packers was thoughtful, ‘‘must be good stuff in 
the kid or he would have quit before now. Any fellow that 
sticks to the scrub team three years and then comes back for 
more deserves a lot of credit.” 

“Nelson is all right,’’ Dad agreed. ‘“‘ He is just not enough 
man physically to make the team. He gives all he has every 
time; but the trouble is, he has not enough. In practice he 
is good. Stands scrimmage pretty well too. In a game 
though he gets knocked out in just a few minutes. I wish he 
could make the team. I would like to see him get his letter 
this year.” 

scrub Nelson was not quite good enough, however. A 
little more weight and strength to go with his courage and 
determination and he would have been a star end. Lacking 
these qualities, he used 
the ones he did Possess 
to the full measure of 
their worth and made ° 
a good scrub end. Py 

‘Toward the last of 
the practice period 
Had called the bunch 
of players about him 
and announced that 
for fifteen minutes 
they would scrimmage 
for the first time this 
season. This first 
scrimmage was always 
looked forward to by 
members of the squad 
who were not sure of 
their places on the 
regular team. Not 
that this first division 
of the squad into first 
and second teams was 
final; for it was not. 
It gave them the first 
line on the ‘ coach’s 
opinion of the ability 
of the various players. 

“Martin, quarter, 
Morgan and Beasley, 
halves, Randall full.” 
That’ much was var- 
sity material without 
a doubt. Dad went 
on, “Gordon, center, 
Manny and Blitch, 
guards, Richards and 
Ford, tackles, Thomas 
and Williams, ends.” 

Packers shot a quick 
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glance at Nelson as Dad called-out the choice for ends. The 
boy had dropped his head to hide his disappointment. Dad 
called out the list of players for the second squad, and Packers 
kept his eyes on Nelson. Nelson did not look up, even as his 
name was called to take an end position on the second team. 
Packers thought he saw the boy swallow once; but as the two 
teams started out for the kickoff, Nelson trotted out-at the 
head of his squad calling, “Come on gang! Let’s beat ’em 
all up.” ’ 

Packers walked over to the coach and said, ‘‘ Dad, that kid 
may not be varsity material, but he sure is all right.” 

In the scrimmage that followed Nelson showed himself as 
nervy as Dad had intimated that he was. Always going at 
top speed, and never hesitating to take the hardest chances, 
he was in every play and fighting hard. Occasionally, he 
looked toward coach Taylor as if to reassure himself that the 
man was not missing any of his performance. Dad was not 
missing it, and for the first few minutes thought that Nelson 
was showing more stuff than he had shown the previous years. 
At the end of the fifteen minutes, however, Nelson was all in. 
He fought gamely, lunging hard to stop the fast runs around 
his end and the hard smashes just off the tackle on his side of 
the line. But he had weakened to the point where he was 
not able to break through the interference thrown against 
him. 

His performance that afternoon had been splendid. He had 
handled two backs cleverly enough to stop many runs started 
his way. Packers told Dad after the practice that, as long as 
he lasted, Nelson was the best end on the field. 

“ “As long as he lasted,’ ”’? Dad quoted him, “’That’s the 
trouble. At the end of the fifteen minutes, he was done for. 
He could not have finished the game to save his neck.” 

In the dressing room Nelson was quiet, more so than usual. 
Pee Wee had noticed Nelson’s disappointment on the field, 
and he had watched his strenuous efforts in the scrimmage. 
He understood something of what was back of that wistfulness 
on Nelson’s face. Doubtless he remembered the friendliness 
of Square Mann during the days when he first fought for his 
place on a Grandon team, for now as Nelson, absent-mindedly, 
stuck his soap on the nail outside the showers and wet his 
towel to lather himself with, Pee Wee flashed him a grin 
that was irresistible. 

“What’s on your mind, Serub? 
your” 

Scrub flushed and threw his soggy towel on the floor. 

“Doggone! Lain’t got a bit of sense. I don’t know what’s 


Your girl gone back on 
5 





He crossed behind Pee Wee just a fraction of a second bejore the safely man dived 


wrong with me, soaking my towel like that. Musta been 
thinking about football.” 

“Guess you were, Scrub. You sure did give us backs some 
trouble this afternoon. All two of us could do to get you’‘out 
once in a while. You got more stuff this year than you had 
inet,” : 
Seeing the grateful light in Nelson’s face, Pee Wee had a 
warm feeling in his own heart. The two came out from under 
the showers together, and Pee Wee shared his towel with Nel- 
son. They chatted as they dressed; Nelson anxious for 
someone to commend his playing and Martin, wanting:\to 
encourage him, recalling especially good plays Scrub had made 
during the scrimmage, yet ever cautious lest he be too flatter- 
ing and cause Nelson to become heady about his playing. 


URING the days that followed, Nelson fought hard. He 
was always one of the first on the field and always ‘one 
of the last to leave it. During the practice period, he never 
let up a minute. Always on the go, trying his best*to make 
himself varsity material. Try his best, however, he could not 
quite make up for the handicaps nature had placed upon him. 
The first game of the season was scheduled to be played on 
Grandon’s field against Ingleside Institute.. This school was 
not expected to prove much of a match for Grandon, and 
Dad planned to use as many substitutes in the game as possible 
in order to try out various men in actual playing experience. 
A good crowd gathered to witness this first game. The 
Grandon side of the stands was practically filled. Ingleside 
had a few supporters. After a few minutes of cheering by the 
Grandon Section, the two teams trotted upon the field. 
Grandon roared a welcome for her sons and gave a rousing wel- 
come cheer for the visitors, then swung into their Football 
Song as Dad’s first string men ran a few line bucks up and down 
the field to warm up. 

Grandon’s first team which began the game had no trouble 
holding their opponents without a gain. From the first 
kickoff when three Grandon men tackled the Ingleside back 
simultaneously before he could take a single step after catching 
the kick, until the end of the first quarter, the blue jerseys of 
Grandon smothered the Green ones of Ingleside, and flashed 
around their ends and through their line, scoring twenty-four 
points in the fifteen-minutes period. 

Dad was pleased with the work of the team. He had ex- 
pected just such a showing from them, as he had lost only two 
men from the previous year’s team. ‘Square’? Mann, captain 
and center the year before, had finished school, leaving his 
place to be _ filled. 
Gordon, a guard the 
year before, was now 
filling the gap very 
satisfactorily; an d 
Manny, a sub guard 
oi last year, was taking 
Gordon’s place in the 
line. Donaldson, an 
end, had not returned 
to school this fall, and 
the competition for 
this position was keen. 
Williams, who had 
played as a substitute 
for two years, had 
proven himself better 
than Nelson or 
Roberts, although Nel- 
son was trying foot- 
ball for the fourth 
year. Roberts was a 
new man, big and fast, 
but being younger 
than Nelson and Wil- 
liams; he was not as 
sure of himself as they. 

During the intermis- 
sion between the first 
and second quarters, 
Dad sent in an en- 
tirely new team. Nel- 
son was sent in to hold 
one end position and 
Roberts, the other. 
At the beginning of 
the period, Grandon 
had possession of the 
ball. The first play 
called was a pass to 
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Nelson, who, fresh and determined, made a desperate leap 
after the bad throw and pulled the ball down in spite of the 
attempts of two Ingleside backs to break up the play. The 
play had netted twenty yards, and Irwin, at quarter, decided 
to try a pass to the other side. Roberts was not so lucky as 
Nelson, for the Ingleside backs, alert for passes, cut in and 
intercepted the throw, running the ball back to midfield. 


HE third play of the quarter was a hard smash just off 

Nelson’s end. Scrub threw himself, determinedly, in 
front of the play, warding off the interference with his hands. 
He just barely touched the runner, however, as that individual 
was shifty on his feet and sidestepped the end who had his 
hands full with two backs trying to cut him out. The runner 
gained only three yards on the play, however, due to Nelson’s 
work in taking out so much interference. On the next play, 
Ingleside threw her two heaviest back-field men at Nelson, 
and the lighter boy went down. He got to his feet, and 
staggered dizzily. Irwin called to him to know if he wanted to 
be taken out. Nelson felt insulted, and muttered that they 
would have to knock him out if he got out. As if they had 
heard his remark and determined to accept the challenge 
Ingleside sent a third play straight at Nelson, and again Nelson 
went down. This time he did not rise. He could not stand 
the hammering of the two big backs, and when he opened his 
eyes, Dad spoke kindly to him. 

“Better come on out, Nelson.” 

Tears welled up in the boy’s eyes. ‘Let me stay in, Dad. 
I'll be all right in a minute. Just got the breath knocked out 
of me.” 

Taylor slipped an arm under the boy and raised him to 
his feet. When the arm was taken away Nelson swayed and 
would have fallen if the coach had not caught him. Dad shook 
his head. 

“You cannot even stand up, Nelson. 
to stop those runs?” 

Nelson was led off the field and seated on the players’ 
bench. In the midst of begging Dad to be allowed to go back 
into the game, Nelson crumpled over in a dead faint. 

The following Monday afternoon Nelson reported for 
practice as usual. Professor Packers, who, by now, was con- 
sidered Dad’s assistant, spoke encouragingly to him as he 
trotted out on the field, sore and aching. 

“You've got the stuff in you to play football, all right, Nel- 
son. If you would just grow a little and put on some weight 
you would be a good one.” 

But Nelson did not grow, nor did he put on any weight. In 
the next month he worked every day with the squad. He 
never complained of any task given him, and always put his 
best into it. He did not get into any of the four games played 
during that time, even for a few minutes. 

On the Monday afternoon following the fifth game of the 
season, Nelson did not report for practice. Dad asked about 
him, and so did Packers, but no one knew where he was. 
Three days passed and he still did not report for practice. 
Pee Wee Martin reported that Nelson had told him that he 
was busy with class work and did not have time to play now; 
but after the practice was over Pee Wee came to Dad with his 
opinion of Nelson’s trouble. 

“Dad, Scrub would come out if he wanted to. He is not 
taking any more work than I am, and,” he added with a 
grin, ‘“‘I know he does not have any harder time learning than 
I do.” 

“Well, what’s his trouble then, Pee Wee?” 

I don’t hardly know, sir, except——” 

“Well?” 

“You see, Dad, Nelson has been here three years and this 
makes his fourth. He is anxious to make a letter in foot- 
ball. You know he has been out every year since he came 
here.”’ 

‘“‘He would get-a letter if he finished this year, whether he 
played in any games or not. Any fellow that makes the 
squad for four years is given a letter, you know.” 

“Yes, sir, but that ain’t the kind of letter he wants. He— 
he sort of feels like he doesn’t want a letter unless he makes 
the team. Can’t you understand, Dad?” 

“Yes, Pee Wee, I think I do. I am sorry that Nelson has 
quit the squad. As long as he refuses to come out we can’t 
do anything, can we?” 7 

““No-o,”’ Pee Wee admitted slowly, “but I wish we could.” 


How do you expect 
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ELSON did not report for practice during the rest of the 

week. That Saturday Grandon played at home, and 
for the first time since coming to Grandon Scrub Nelson sat 
in the bleachers with the cheering section while a Grandon 
iootball team was upon the field. He did not feel at ease up 
there. Through the din of the yelling all about him, he sat 
with his elbows on his knees and his fists under his chin, seeing 
only the blue-jerseyed figures below him and hearing only the 
voice of Pee Wee Martin calling signals as the team warmed 
up before the game. 

With the beginning of the game, however, Nelson no longer 
sat still. His ears heard every signal, and his eyes watched 
every play. He was entirely oblivious to everything about 
him. He was out on the field in spirit. He sat up in the 
stands as long as he could, but before the end of the first half 
he left his place and wormed his way down to the bottom seat 
of the wooden bleachers, and squeezed in between two boys 
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just behind the players’ bench. Here he sat through the rest 
of the game, utterly miserable. 

On the Monday afternoon following the game, Nelson 
slipped down to the dressing room after all the players had 
dressed and gone to the field. He had about given in to the 
longing to get back into uniform. He thought that perhaps 
he could get into it and slip out upon the field before anyone 
would notice him. Why he wanted to do that he could not 
have explained. He walked by the door of the room to be 
sure that it was empty before he went in. Seeing that there 
was no one there he entered, took out the key to his locker and 
got out his uniform. Just as he laid it out on the bench, he 
was startled by a step outside the door, and to face Dad Tay- 
lor. Nelson had a guilty feeling and hung his head. Dad 
had come back for a string to replace one that had broken in 
practice, and was in a hurry to get the ball relaced. 

“Hello, Nelson,” he called. ‘‘Coming back out.” 

Nelson does not know until this day why he lied then. 
He seemed to have a feeling of pride that would not let him 
admit that he was going back out., He was very sensitive 
and reserved, and perhaps this was what made him say the 
words he did not want to say and did not mean. 

‘“‘No, sir, I just came down to get this uniform out of the 
locker and turn it in.” 

Dad looked sharply at the boy before he spoke, and Nelson 
evaded the look. 

“What’s wrong, Nelson, why are you quitting?” 

‘“‘I—I, well, I just don’t have time to practice.” 

“What do you do all afternoon? Study?” 

“Yes. That is, I study most of the afternoon.” 

“Nelson, you’ve been playing football for three years and 
carrying a full schedule of class work. You don’t have so 
much more to do this year than you had in the other years. 
I do not believe that is your reason for stopping football. 
What’s the trouble?” 

Nelson hesitated. He wondered if Dad would understand. 
He wished Dad would speak more kindly. Dad, however, 
had other plans, for he felt that Nelson needed a jolt, and was 
glad of this opportunity to give it to him. 

“Well, sir,’ Nelson finally started, “I have played scrub 
ball for three years, and I—I—, well, I wanted a letter,” 
he finished lamely. 

“You would get one if you finished out the season.’ 

“But, Dad,” the boy looked appealingly at the coach, 
“that’s not the kind of letter [ want. I wanted to play on the 
regular team, and win a letter by fighting for it. I don’t want 
to have to explain to everybody that I got my letter by scrub- 
bing four years. I want to be able to say I played for it.” 
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As he entered the dressing room, he was glad that he 
had decided to go out again 


“‘T see,”’ Dad’s voice was cold and hard. ‘‘ You want to be 
able to put on a big blue sweater with a white G on it, and 
strut down the street so that every one can admire you. You 
want to be able to say ‘Look me over. I played for Grandon.’ 
In other words you are thinking entirely of Nelson. You are 
willing to quit a Grandon squad that is working hard, day after 
day, week after week, to win for Grandon, just because you 
feel that your petty vanity will not be satisfied. You do not 
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want to make the team, you want to play on the team. The 
fellows that want to make Grandon’s team are out there now, 
working to make it the kind of team of which Grandon will be 
proud.” 

Dad turned and walked to the door, and Nelson sat as if 
turned to stone. At the door Dad looked back. 

“If that is the sort of fellow you are, then you are not the 
man [ have believed you to be. I thought that you were 
varsity material, through and through, and that you were 


kept off the varisity team only because of your size. I must 
have been wrong. Good afternoon,—Scrub.” 
AD’S parting shot crumpled Nelson like a blow. Dad’s 


words hurt the worse because he knew that while he had 
not put those feelings into words, they really were the things 
that had made him stop football practice. He knew that Dad 
could be stern, but he had had no idea that he could be as 
hard as that. Nelson had no way of knowing how much it 
had hurt the man to say those words. He did know one thing, 
however: Dad was right and that he had got just what was 
coming to him. As he packed up his uniform and put it back 
into the locker he loved the coach more than ever. 

It took Nelson until the next afternoon to determine to 
report for practice. As he entered the dressing room, he was 
glad that he had decided to go out again, for he was met by a 
chorus of welcoming calls as he entered. Pee Wee moved over 
and made a place on the bench for him, and Gordon slapped 
him on the back. ‘“‘Gee,” he thought, “it’s great to get back.” 

Dad’s words in the dressing room had just the effect he had 
hoped they would have on Nelson. Coming back on the field, 
Nelson put himself more than ever into the practice. Con- 
stantly driving himself, Scrub inspired the rest of the squad 
to greater efforts by his own zeal. He forgot about a letter, 
and thought only of fighting for Grandon, and also of showing 
Dad that he was “‘varsity material, through and through.” 

Grandon’s traditional rival was Miller, and this year the 
game with Miller was the last game on the schedule. Dad 
and Packers were working toward that game as toward a 
climax. In the game with Penton, they had looked on with 
satisfaction as the team worked with precision that was almost 
perfect. ‘A few more practices,” said Dad, “and they will 
be irresistible.” 

The Sunday after the Penton game, Nelson went down to 
Dad’s house in the afternoon with a diagram of a play he had 
worked out and wanted to show Dad. 

““Dad,” Nelson said, “I have a play here, and I think it is 
a good one. Perhaps we can use it, if you think it is good 
enough.” 

“*Let’s see what you have, Nelson.’ 

Nelson drew out some sheets of paper on which he had 
drawn the diagram. 

“It works from our punt formation, Dad. 
of our end run from that formation.” 

Dad took the sheets and spread them out on the table. 

“You see, Dad, the interference men get the same men as 
on the regular end run, except the end on the off side. He 
goes down and cuts across fast behind the defensive line. 
He times his speed so that he will reach the man with the ball 
just ahead of the defensive half and the safety man. The 
end crosses behind the runner just before the safety man 
makes his tackle, and the runner passes the ball back to him. 
The safety man will tackle the backfield man and let the end 
go free with the ball. See?” 

“That is a dangerous play, Nelson, and would require 
exact timing. The least mistake would ruin the whole play. 
It would never work twice, but if it succeeded that once it 
would probably mean a touchdown. I think we will work on 
it this week. We may get a chance to use it Saturday against 
Miller.” 

After some more discussion of the play, Nelson left happy 
in the thought that a Grandon team was going to learn a 
play which he had thought out, and that perhaps it would be 
used in a game against Miller. 


> 


It’s a variation 


OWEVER, things were to take a bad turn for Grandon. 

On Monday, after the Penton game, the weather became 
bitter. A light drizzle fell all morning, and by lunch the 
temperature had .dropped to the freezing point. The rain 
froze on trees and wires and steps. Thomas, Grandon’s 
veteran end, slipped on the ice-covered steps of the Academic 
Building as he was hurrying out to dress for practice, and 
turned his ankle. He limped to the dressing room, but had 
to be carried to his room as the ankle had swollen considerably. 
Tuesday he was on the sidelines walking with a stick, and fret- 
ting at being out of practice. The doctor had told him, how- 
ever, that there was a chance that he would be able to play 
on Saturday provided he took good care of his ankle. 

That afternoon, Dad called for a light scrimmage at the end 
of the practice period, and with Williams and Roberts playing 
end for the first team, and Nelson and Franklin as ends for the 
second team, the scrimmage started. At the close of ten 
minutes of scrimmage, Dad called that that was enough, but 
Roberts asked that they let the scrubs run one or two more 
plays. 

“We've just got started, Dad.” 

Dad laughed and said he would allow three more plays, 
and the second team started a run toward Roberts’ end of the 
line. Roberts and the tackle playing beside him both broke 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


through the interference and started for the runner. Just as 
Roberts dived to make the tackle his foot struck the foot of the 
tackle and his dive was not as clean and true as it should have 
been. There was a crack as he struck the runner, and when 
he struggled to his feet his face was white. He held his left 
hand to his right shoulder, and swayed dizzily. Dad and 
Packers ran to him in despair, for if he was hurt Nelson only 
would be left in case Thomas was not able to play in the 
Miller game. 

Roberts was hurt worse than Thomas. ’ 
There would be no chance of him getting 
into the Miller game as his bad tackle had 
thrown the runner’s knees sharply against 
his shoulder, and the collar-bone had been 
broken. 

Dad and Packers faced a problem. With 
Roberts out, and Thomas, at best, play- 
ing with a lame ankle, they faced the 
problem of a substitution if Thomas was 
forced out of the game. In talking the 
situation over the night after Roberts 
was hurt Dad suggested two courses to 
Packers. 

“We can do this Pack. We can shift 
Nelson back to right half on defense and 
let Beasley play defensive end. You know 
the heavy interference is what gets Nelson. 
He just is not man enough to stand it. 
Beasley is big and can stand the hammering. 
And Nelson is all right on offensive end 
work.” 

“Ves,” agreed Packers, “but that is 
pretty hard on Beasley. He has a lot of 
hard work to do in the backfield.” nm 

“That’s right. What do you think of 
shifting Gordon to tackle on defense. Gordon can play 
next to Nelson and take a good bit of the work off of 
him.” 

“Tf we did we would have to shift Blitch over to play defen 
sive center.”’ 

“Yes, and I don’t believe he can play that position. Not 

Richards, the other tackle, could not 
It will be hard on Beasley, but I believe 


enough experience. 
play that either. 


. that the first plan is our only hope.” 


Consequently, for the next few days, Nelson was drilled 
in defensive backfield work; and Beasley ran at end on defense. 
Beasley had readily agreed to work that way, telling Dad that 
he would do any way that Dad and Packers thought would 
help win the Miller game. 






Wallaces’ Farmer Tribe Camp 


\ ALLACES’ Farmer Tribe was the first 

to conduct a big, organized camp. By 
arrangement with the Des Moines 
Council of the Boy Scouts of America. 
the tribe occupied their camp for ten 
days in August and had the services 
of the camp staff. 

Arie Poldevaart’s tribe from Spirit 
Lake, Iowa, with a few other Scouts 
added to fill a cabin, passed a roo per 
cent. inspection one day, something 
that no cabin group had done before 
in the three years’ history of the 
camp. In fact, while scores of 60 per 
cent. to 70 per cent. were common among Boy 
Scout groups, not one of the Lone Scout groups 
fell below go per cent. in the whole ten days 
except the first day, before they knew the re 
quirements. They all did well in earning the camp 
awards. 

The Lone Scouts in camp came from farms in 
different parts of the State. Some were sent b; 
Rotary Clubs. 

Governor Hamill of Iowa spent a day in camp and 
made an inspiring address. Also Dr. Pearson, 
President of the Iowa State Agricultural College, 
was there a day and made an address. 

Mr. John P. Wallace, Chief of the Tribe, was the life of the 
party. 

Scout Executive Carl] A. Bryan was the camp director. 
His assistant, Kay Bentz, an old-time Lone Scout, ran many 
of the activities. 

Mr. John P. Wallace contributed a cabin, to be known as the 
Wallaces’ Tribe Cabin, to the permanent equipment of the camp 
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Suspense in Grand Booster Contest 


INCE reports in the National Booster Contest are not to 
be sent in until the contest closes, it is a deep, dark mys- 
tery as to who will ride the first-prize bicycle, listen in on the first- 
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so for several hours. 
feet,and the horse was nowhere in sight, but close to his side was the faithful dog. 
long he lay helpless in the scorching sun, weak and sick and parched for water. That evening 
when the sun set the boy made frantic efforts to reach water. 
managed to drag himself painfully forward until he reached a tight wire fence that blocked 
progress. All the time he had talked to Scottie almost incessantly, and finally the dog 
dashed off and disappeared, only to return in a few moments dripping with water. 
buried his face in the dog’s long hair, quenching his thirst. 
and came with his strange drink, and finally when his young master lay more comfortable on 
the ground, the dog crept off to a bit of a bluff and howled his alarm the night through. 
Morning brought a rescue party, and the boy’s life was saved. 
makes true leaders stand out from the crowd, and if dogs can acquire it, why not boys? 





RIDAY afternoon Thomas reported for practice again. 
He smilingly assured Dad that his ankle was as strong as 
it had ever been, and that he would be in good shape for the 
Saturday game. If Nelson was disappointed, he did not show 
it. Knowing that if Thomas was able to play he would not 
get into the game, he was the first to shout a welcome when the 
big end trotted out on the field. 
The Miller game was to close Grandon’s most successful 


17 
yards with it. Morgan went around Miller’s right end for 
eight yards; but on the next play Randall gained only three 
yards, and Grandon kicked to Miller's twenty-five-yard line. 
Miller had a strong wind behind them, and their quarter 
wisely decided on a kicking game. Miller’s full-back sent up 
a high punt that traveled with the wind to Grandon’s fifteen 
yard line. Pee Wee gave a disgusted grunt as the ball settled 
down into his arms, and as he stitf-armed the first tackler, he 

muttered, ‘‘ Mighta known that fellow would 
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Take the Case of Scottie 
By Frank H. Cheley 


Undoubtedly, one of the factors in man’s universal love and appreciation of a good dog 
grows out of the fact that of all creatures he is the faithful one. 
gency, if the dog is a thoroughbred, he may be relied upon. 

Recently, the son of a Montana rancher was riding a broncho that had been in the habit of 
bucking, but which he always before had managed to control. 
broncho threw him from the saddle but his belt caught on the saddle horn and he dangled 
at the side of the horse. This made the animal frantic and after a wild dash off into a barren, 
unfrequented aroya, with Scottie, the Scotch collie, barking wildly after him, he finally 
managed to shake the rider off. The boy was rendered unconscious by the fall, and:remained 
When he recovered consciousness, he found he could not get to his 





season on the gridiron, and Grandon was all set for a gala day. 
The stands had been draped with the blue and white of the 
school, except where the visitors from the rival institution 
were to be seated. ‘Fuss’ Mikell, the cheer leader, had 
planted a flag pole at each end of the field and had hung from 
each pole a large Grandon pennant “because,” he explained 
to the Grandon team before the game, “no matter which way 
you face you have a Grandon flag at your back to defend, and 
one in front of you urging you on.” The cheering section 
was filled long before time for the game, and when the 
squad trotted out on the field, “‘ Fuss” was already hoarse from 
shouting. Amid a riot of cheering the game began. Miller 
kicked off to Grandon; and Pee Wee Martin, catching the 
ball just a few yards in front of his goal line, raced back twenty 


The Lone Scout 


prize radio, or make himself snug in ‘camp with the tents and 
other equipment offered. The contest continues until Novem- 
ber 30. There is still time for some enterprising Lone Scout 
who is late in starting to sail in and distance the whole field. 





Gov. Hamill of Iowa addressing Lone Scouts at Wallaces’ Farmer Tribe Camp 


Council News 


HE following propositions have been passed by the 
Council Chiefs: 

Every editor of an Authorized Lone Scout Amateur Publica- 
tion shall send 16 copies of each issue to the Long House to be 
forwarded to the Council Chiefs, or lose his charter. 

Every editor applying for a charter shall publish a bio- 
graphical sketch of himself, for the information of the organiza- 
tion, in the issue submitted with the application. 

After an ALSAP editor has published his paper six 
months, he shall be placed on a point-earning basis, points 
to be awarded by the Long House for punctuality, contents, 


No matter what the emer- 


This day, however, the 


Grasping the sage bushes he 


Again and again the dog went 


It is that same spirit that 


try kicking with this breeze.”’ 

The first quarter drew on with Grandon 
holding the ball as long as possible, and with 
Miller kicking every time they got the ball. 
With the high wind, Miller was gaining slowly. 
Grandon was desperately fighting to over- 
come the distance added by the wind, and 
was successful in that at the end of the 
quarter, they held the ball on their own ten- 
yard line. 

As the teams changed goals at the begin 
ning of the second quarter, Pee Wee grinned 
at Gordon. 

“Guess we got ’em now, ain’t we, Gordie?”’ 

It seemed that Pee Wee was right and that 
Grandon did “have ’em.” With the wind 
at his back, Randall now outdistanced 
Miller’s punter on every kick, and the 
Grandon machine was showing itseli superior 
in other phases of the game. However, just 
after the beginning of the second quarter 
the hilarious yelling of the Grandon section 
was cut short. Thomas went down before 
the blocking of two Miller backs and failed 
to rise. His ankle had given away, and he 
had to be carried off the field. 

Dad stood on the sidelines with his hand on Nelson’s 
shoulder. “Son, get in there and fight, but don’t take any 
chances. You’ve got to last it out’ 

Nelson gulped and choked out an “I will, Dad,” and 
ran out to take Thomas’ place. Pee Wee slapped him on the 
back, as he dropped into his place in the line. 

With the leaving of Thomas, however, Grandon’s drive 
was somewhat stopped, and the half ended with the score 
standing o—o. ‘Through the third period of the game, the 
two elevens battled hard without either team showing itself 
much superior to the other at any time. Once a Miller back 
got around Grandon’s end and ran thirty yards before he was 
stopped. But on the next play, Nelson intercepted a Miller 
(Continued on page 49) 
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editorials, make-up and printing of 
issue. 

John P. Riley, Jr., publisher of Scouting 
News (formerly The Youth’s Chum), shall 
have a gold merit medal for publish- 
ing twelve issues on time (having 
previously earned the bronze). 

Lone Scout booklets shall be 
required to have charters the same as 
amateur papers. 

Boy Scout officials shall hereafter 
be referred to as Lone Scout officials 
also, in Lone Scoutdom. 

The following publications were 
awarded charters: Scouling News, 
The Kokonut, The Okayto Scout, 
The Chronicle, The Bear Cat, The Dah-Kotah, The 
Voice, The Trail Maker, The 1925 Tribe Paper 
Directory. 

A new list of Lone Scout Amateur Publications 
has been issued and will be sent to anyone who asks 
for it. Please enclose one-cent stamp with re- 
quest. 





News of Amateur Publications 
ENN SCOUT, ALSAP 38, official organ of 
The Peppy Keystoners, has been discontinued. 
V. Keith Sutton, the publisher, is refunding money 
for unexpired subscriptions. 


HE COUNCIL FIRE, ALSAP 10, edited by Ralph Allen 

Lang, SS. of Kane, Pennsylvania, has been designated by 
the Council of Ten as official organ of Council Three, taking the 
place of Eastern Star, which has combined with Scoutitems, 
published by Lawrence Kenny. Okaylo Scout has also ccm- 
bined with Scoutitems. 


HE LOCAL TRIBE, a booklet edited by Charles Arrera 
and published by the Big Mink .Tribe of Windber, 
Pennsylvania, has appeared.—V. KritH SuTTON. 
(Continued on page 56) 











APTAIN BURR’S face went grim for a moment. 

Jim felt a momentary sense of repulsion, swiftly 

turning to anger, at the sight of the grisly relic in the 

hands of the gibbering creature on the litter, but it 
was not from fear that their expedition was a failure at the 
outset. He and the skipper had seen skulls before, piled in 
pyramidal heaps, stacked in pyramids, swinging in long ropes 
from the boughs of sacred banyan trees, or ranged in orderly 
ranks in the racks of South Sea club-houses. ‘There had been 
white men’s skulls among those. 

Reason swiftly told him that the tale did not hang together. 
If Langley had passed on and been killed, this trophy would 
not have been brought back to this tribe nor would they have 
dared display it to the men who were seeking him. It seemed 
to him that the color of the skull, a light umber and very 
smooth of surface, showed it to be that of a man long dead. 
The captain backed his thought. 

‘I suppose they killed the poor devil,” he said, “but it 
was a long time ago by the looks of it. Sort of fetish of the 
tribe, I guess. Mebbe they trotted it out to see how we took it.” 

He displayed the photograph, but it made no more impres- 
sion than if it had been a blank card. Then he began to try 
and close a bargain for two or three tribesmen to come along 
with them to act, not as guides, but hunters. In this he was 
unsuccessful, and they went back to camp, two natives bear- 
ing the wallaby and getting sticks of tobacco and two dog- 
biscuits apiece as a reward. One of them hung round and 
finally stated that he would go with them as far as the 
abandoned cattle station. 

The skipper dispensed with his services. 

“The beggar wants to find out where we'll leave the boat, 
I fancy,”’ he told Jim. “‘We’ve got to be careful how we hide 
it. I guess we can do our own hunting. We've got a map of 
sorts and, if we git on his trail, it won’t be until after we git 
ercross the mountains to the tableland. We may pick up 
some news at the station, though it can’t amount to much at 
this stage of the trip.” 

It was only a short way to Herbert Vale where they found 
a really well-built house and outbuildings, surrounded by a 
high hedge of natural thorn. The house was two-storied, and 
there had once been a fine garden, long since neglected. 
There was a stunted looking breadfruit, which the crew hailed 
with delight as an old acquaintance, as they did-a few cocoanut 
palms that had failed to thrive so far from the sea. There 
was also an old fig about which a passion vine had twined 
itself; some orange trees with sour fruit, guava, loquat and a 
mango. ‘Tall grass had choked off all lower growths, though 
there was a patch of sweet potatoes that showed recent cul- 
tivation. The place seemed deserted, but they found a man 
asleep on the planks of a room on the lower floor. 

He turned out to be a Gilbert Islander, placed in charge to 
prevent the fires made by the hunting blacks from destroying 
the buildings. He had a native wife, he said, chattering eagerly 
in response to the skipper’s talk with him in his native tongue; 
but she had run off after a quarrel in which he had, according 
to his own account, beaten her severely. He expected to buy 
another one, much younger, he told them. 

He wore a dirty white shirt and an equally filthy loin-cloth 
beneath it, and evidently considered himself much above the 
myalls whom he affected to despise. The land, he said, was 
soon to be planted to sugar, and then he would have a fine 
job. In the meantime did they have any tobacco? 

Kuriri was his name, and he was a boaster and a self- 
proven liar, a beggar and a rascal of low cunning. Yet 
they found him useful. Not because he professed to have 
known Langley well and to have received gifts of friendship 
from him, recognizing, or pretending to recognize, the photo- 
graph instantly. Jim believed that he would have acclaimed 
any picture in the same way. But he knew the native dialects, 
and Jim took down phonetically a number of words that would 
give them a working vocabulary, shared, Kuriri declared, by 
all the mountain tribes. 





Like all primitive languages, it was simple enough with 
root words that, used as prefix or suffix made up sentences. 
The most interesting thing he told them was that there would 
shortly be held a native gathering which would consist of a 
daytime borboby, a meeting at which differences would be 
settled by duels between the tribesmen; and a nocturnal 
Both were dangerous for strangers 


korrobory, or ritual dance. 
In spite of the 


to witness, he said, the korrobory in particular. 
duels the kerrobory would be attended by the various tribes 
in friendship under a sort of /abu upheld for the occasion. 

He named and described the meeting-place, a plateau on the 
top of the mountains; and the time, which was the day and 
night of the full moon. But, forall his bragging of his influence 
with the »ryall/s, nothing could induce him to be present. 

‘Suppose you go along that place,” he said to Jim, breaking 
into Beach-English, “they all same kai-kai you. All same 
talgoro for sure.” But Jim was sure that they would witness 
both occasions and, if possible, get in touch with the natives. 
It was too good an opportunity for gathering some trace of 
Langley to be missed. An Australian korrobory was not more 
to be feared than a South Sea—sing-sing. But they did not 
say anything to Kuriri of such an intention. He was too likely 
to tattle, and they did not want to antagonize the natives if 
they could avoid it. They might have to return in a hurried 
retreat, and it was well not to leave any territory hostile behind 
them. Most whites were inclined to browbeat and bully the 
blacks, and a different attitude might bring results though, 
without doubt, the myal/ls were untrustworthy and would 
cheerfully murder a man for his shirt. to say nothing of such 
possessions as they carried. 


HEY set out in the morning after giving Kuriri a few gifts, 
and their first move was to hide the boat. Four of the crew 
scouted to be sure that they were not spied upon while they 
sank the whaleboat in a shallow stream, close to the bank in a 
hollow space where they trained vines to grow in a tangle 
above it. Their spare goods they carefully cached in the ground, 
sure that foliage would soon make the concealment nearly 
perfect. Then they started the long ascent, keeping to the 
river until they should reach the falls. 
Trees and bush formed a close wall by the rapid water in 
which they had to wade much of the time. 





Begin the Story Here 


Captain Burr and Jim Morse, resting at Sydney 
after a voyage in the Manuwai, are asked by Pro- 
fessor Langley to journey to the interior in search 
of his brother, who went up country, back of Herbert 
River, five months before on a quest for opals and 
has not been heard from. An agreement is made 
and the Captain, Jim, the Admiral, their parrot, 
and their Kanaka crew travel by the Manuwai to 
Hinchinbrook, where they leave the vessel and go 
by whaleboat up the river. Forty miles from its 
mouth they come upon a campfire surrounded by 
blacks feasting on giant snakes. The Admiral 
betrays the presence of the strangers, and the blacks 
charge toward them. 

Jim sets off a magnesium ribbon that he carries in 
his pocket for such emergencies, and this exhibition 
of white man’s magic so frightens the blacks that 
they fall on their faces and the party escapes. 
The next morning, some distance farther on, three 
blacks visit the camp and invite the party to their 
village and to a wallaby hunt. In the camp when 
inquiries are made for the white man, the aged 
medicine man is brought out in a litter. He 
shows them a drinking cup made of a skull, a white 
man’s skull. 





Jim Morse 
in Australia 


By J. Allan Dunn 


IHustrated by Douglas Duer 


BOYS’ LIFE 






It was cool and refreshing in the extreme heat. It was dark 
and damp in the woods but, gazing upwards, Jim saw the 
treetops gilded with brilliant sunshine and the azure sky above 
all. Occasionally he caught a glimpse of the hills, rising in 
masses of varied green. As they neared the gorge the palms 
and other trees were replaced by enormous tree ferns, the 
secondary leaves six feet in length. ‘Trickling brooks came into 
the narrowing but deepening river, and waterfalls were con- 
stantly tumbling down the cliffs. 

Leaving the canyon at last they clambered to a stony ridge, 
covered with creeping vines, set with leatless, weird casuarina 
trees. ‘This gave way to thorny scrubs, persisting until a 
jungle of the dreaded lawyer palm almost barred their way, 
growing in heaps twenty-five feet high all bound together by 
thorny, tough tendrils that tore their clothes and flesh and 
tripped them. Here were pools where leeches clung to them 
and myriads of insects buzzed and stung. Great snakes glided 
away, the boa, and the venomous black snake with an orange 
belly, whose bite was almost certain death. 

It was a perilous and exhausting passage and they made slow 
progress, soaked with scalding sweat that stained the clothes 
of the two whites and ran into their eyes like acid. But they 
persisted until Pata, one of the crew, seeking a path ahead, 
uttered a cry of pain and rolled on the ground in agony. He 
had come in contact with the stinging tree, a poisonous nettle 
bearing fruit like raspberries. His arm was numb, he said, and 
the glands of his armpit swollen. 

Captain Burr bade them search for a plant like the taro, 
an arum which was said to always grow close to the nettles 
and was a sure antidote. It was not long before Tufa dis- 
covered it and the skipper smeared on Pata’s arm the white 
juice from the stems, which gave immediate relief. There was 
a little brook close by and they made camp for the night, 
lighting a big fire that crackled lustily. Birds sang after it was 
dark, and some kept calling all through the night. Tired out 
with bearing their packs and weapons through the unfriendly 
bush, they turned in beside the burning logs and slept until a 
violent shower fell a little before dawn and drenched them. 

The Admiral seemed the most disgruntled at the inhospi- 
table reception and sulked as he preened his feathers by the 
fire after the downpour ceased; at last the sun broke through 
and the birds began calling and caroling. Tufa saw and 
chased a water lizard, which he killed with a stick. It was an 
iguana and, despite its uninviting appearance, turned out to 
be as tender and delicate as a young chicken. Tufa pro- 
claimed it good kai-kai, and the men announced their inten- 
tion of keeping their eyes open for more. 

“T don’t reckon we'll starve in the forest, Jim,” said the 
skipper. “It may be a different story after we git through the 
mountains, but we’ll save our rations all we kin. They tell 
me the desert tribes live on grubs an’ grasshoppers. We've 
eaten some strange grub before. I guess we'll worry through.” 


UT it seemed to Jim, as they marched through that forest 

wilderness, that their quest was somewhat of a forlorn hope. 
The thought did not dishearten him. He had learned to 
overcome obstacles and not to count on trouble before he met 
it. Difficulties were seldom as great near by, he had found, 
yet he fancied that a needle in a haystack might be more 
readily discovered than any clew of the missing man where, 
the closer they got to the place of his disappearance, the less 
they could count on any clews beyond those they might pick 
up themselves. Once they reached the opal deposits, across 
the desert, by the waterholes where the Bunyip Demon was 
supposed to dwell, the search would have some definite estab- 
lishment. Meanwhile it seemed as if Nature combined her 
forces to foil their efforts. The heat, the sweat, the hard gcing, 
the scratches that turned to sores, the leech bites and the 
fever from the insects might well have daunted less hardy or 
seasoned explorers. As it was none grumbled. Pata’s arm 
was temporarily useless, but he marched uncomplainingly. 
They knew each other and their wills knit together. 
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There were compensations. The temperature and the stiff 
inclines, to say nothing of the constant tangle of vine and root, 
caused frequent halts when they flung themselves on the 
ground for rest, and every one of these showed something new, 
wonderful; to Jim intensely interesting. Once it was strings 
of fruit-eating bats hanging from the boughs in a shady 
place, so-called flying foxes. Tufa insisted that these 
were. good eating and knocked down a great many of them, 
but neither Jim or the skipper shared them after the first 
mouthfuls. 

Another time it was the curious structures of the bower 
bird, runs arched over with brush and adorned with two heaps 
of gleaming shells, one at one end and one at the other, with 
one invariably much larger than the other. Through these 
playhouses the sleek-coated birds scattered other treasures, 
such as green berries and bits of stone, anything that a savage 
might have selected for adornment or an infant for play. These 
shells were those of the land snails the professor had asked 
them to look out for, iridescent and beautifully tinted. Jim 
showed them to the skipper, suggesting that they should look 
for them again on their way in, since they were fragile 
things, likely to be broken in long travel. 

There were true flying squirrels, little larger than mice, 
there were enormous night moths that sucked the oranges to 
such an extent that regular warfare had-to be prosecuted 
against them. He heard the titter of the laughing jackass, and 
several times they saw the spoor of the cassowary, or heard its 
voice booming like thunder in the distance. Only once did 
they catch sight of it when Tufa pointed out to them the 
beautiful blue and red neck as it showed among the trees 
above the black body. It was evidently inquisitive be- 
yond caution, and they could have shot it easily enough 
if they had wanted to. Butterflies were everywhere, large 
and vivid. Spiders as 





in to arrange a little program of ‘‘magic” that might help 
to convince the blacks that their visitors were wise men 
whom it would be well to propitiate. They were all simple 
tricks. Anything at all elaborate or unfamiliar would, he 
felt sure, go over the thick heads of his audience. Captain 
Burr watched him, making a suggestion now and then. 

“They'll take all day decoratin’ themselves,” said the 
skipper. ‘The borbory won’t start much before sundown. If 
we git ennyways near the place, I reckon we'll hear ’em, 
though it’s funny they don’t have enny drums, jest beat 
sticks together. They remind me of Papuans in some ways, 
but they ain’t got enny gods, they’re short on music, an’ 
they are sure the dirtiest lot of two-legged animals I’ve 
ever run ercross. It’s goin’ to be hard to git enny infor- 
mation out of ’em you can depend on. They guess what 
you want ’em to say an’ let it goat that. Well, I guess I'll 
study my lesson.”’ 


Y THE light of the fire he read and reread words that 

Jim had taken down from Kuriri, muttering them over 
and over to memorize them so that they might supple- 
ment sign talk with actual language. Jim had his fairly 
well in mind, but he was close enough to the skipper to hear 
him, and he took the occasion to check up. They had 
concentrated on the words they thought would be the most 
useful, and Captain Burr droned on, with the Admiral 
listening drowsily. 


Ballan, the moon. Kakavago, go. 
Binghan, footprint. Kamo, water. 
Deerbera, tomorrow. Kallé, come on. 
Faringa, rock. Kollé, hush. 
Minna, how? Mollé, near. 


19 


They figured on learning ten words a day, making a list 
that they-consulted whenever they had a chance. So a work- 
ing vocabulary* was acquired without much effort, swiftly 
added to after they had got well started. As Jim said, “the 
first hundred words were the hardest.” 

At noon they were. nearing the summit of the range, a 
spur angling out from the main divide they had to cross. 
It was a difficult march with carpets of creeping plants 
over the great heaps of débris.. Here again they encoun- 
tered the too luxuriant calamus with fingerthick stems that 
crept for, hundreds of feet, twining about everything in 
its path, with stem and leaves set with blood-drawing 
thorns, massing in impenetrable wattles and called by some 
satirist lawyer-palm. They were glad when they encoun- 
tered the bed of a brook, crawling over the boulders and 
through the pools, in thankfulness compared with the struggle 
through the scrub. 

About two hours before sunset they heard distant shout- 
ing, and presently came to where a small body of men had 
evidently passed not many hours before. 

This track they followed carefully, coming to a high bank 
covered with brush, through which they crept and, at last, 
halting on the top of the steep pitch, were surprised to see a 
large and level grassy plain. It was an ideal tournament 
ground, Jim thought, doubtless used regularly for such affairs. 
In front was a grove of giant gums with white trunks, then a 
big open space, another grove beyond it. On the west side 
of the plain lay the deep gorge of the Herbert River and 
beyond it the marked range, which they must cross, as 
Sea View on their map. To the east, a high hill covered 
from base to summit with dark scrub looked almost black 
in contrast with the bright green grass and the white trunks of 
the gums. The lowering sun threw long shadows. The men 

had evidently been divided 





large as an_ ordinary 
saucer, with webs the 
natives used for fishing- 
nets; and a small black 
species, distinguished by 
a scarlet mark, the bite 
of which brought on 
cramps. There were 
white pigeons with black 
wings and tails, glossy 
starlings with metallic- 
looking feathers and, 
finally, Jim discovered 
an echidna, or rather it 
discovered itself by rolling 
up into a ball like a small 
porcupine. But he did 
not have a chance to 
handle it. The moment 
he came closer it seemed 
to sink into the ground 
where it had dug in. 
There were frilled lizards, 
and twice they saw big 
serpents in the tree-tops. 





HEY found more 

of the water iguanas, 
and fared sumptuously on 
them the second night. 
As they ate, the skipper 
called Jim’s attention to 
the moon, nearly full, 
sailing up, glowing above 
the trees in the east. 

“Termorrer’s the day 
for the korrobory,” he 
said. “We ought to be 
close to the place, if 
Kuriri knew what he 
was talking erbout, or 
talked erbout what he 
knew, for he was one of 
the biggest liars I’ve met. 
They git pritty wrought 
up over these things an’ 
I guess it ’ud pay best for 
us to lay low until they’re 
through with it, an’ then 
tackle ‘em while their 
bellies are full. But we’ll 
try to git to see it all, jest 
the same.” 

Jim agreed. He was 
anxious to miss nothing. 
He had heard a good 
deal of talk about the 
native korrobories and the 
danger of attending them. 
He saw the wisdom of 
the captain in waiting 
until the next day before 
they made any ap- 
proaches, and he started 
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The swords came swinging round like the blows of a sledgehammer 


into two ranks of the 
various combatants who 
were to thus settle their 
affairs of honor, or dis- 
honor, by trial of combat. 
They had already sepa- 
rated and one body ranged 
themselves by the nearer 
gums while the rest were 
making for the further 
grove, each with their 
women, who carried extra 
weapons and seemed as 
excited as the men. 


VERY warrior was 
painted for the occa- 
sion, the women in lesser 
degree. Some _ were 
smeared with powdered 
charcoal and fat until they 
shone like polished stove 
metal. Others were 
rubbed with red or yellow 
earth or had grotesque 
figures painted across their 
faces. Some were almost 
entirely whitened, one tall 
fighter, whose headdress 
made him appear to be at 
least seven feet, was yellow 
from hair roots to his toes. 
They had quantities of 
spears, bundles of nolla- 
nolla clubs, and boome- 
rangs besides their wooden 
shields and swords. The 
shields reached to their 
hips, half as wide as they 
were long, oval, massive, 
slightly convex and 
painted in red and yellow, 
black and white designs 
that were never dupli- 
cated. Jim fancied they 
might actually carry each 
man’s private coat-of- 
arms. The swords es- 
pecially interested him. 
Their shape suggested 
the name, though they 
were more club than 
true sword, made of hard 
wood with a short grip 
for only one hand, the 
blade about six inches 
in width, tapering to a 
rounded point. There 
was a bevelled edge that 
looked blunt. The length 
was between four and five 
feet and it was evidently 
tremendously heavy. 
(Continued on page 68) 
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Thanksgiving 
UMILITY is a virtue more admired than 


To bring humility into the heart 
of all the 


g 


practised. 
of man has been the great endeavor 
great religious teachers. Their lives 
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shelters, that give us opportunities for security, 
work, play, friendship—-think of these things. 
and you cannot help but be possessed by the real 
Thanksgiving spirit. 


Words! Words!! Words!!! 
A bout the week of November 8-15, if you 


stroll into a library or a bookstore, or turn 
over the pages of a literary review you will find 
featured books, suggestions, reviews on new and 
old volumes that are of special interest to boys 


and girls. It is BOOK WEER, which has become 
a regular institution throughout the country. 
The father of the idea is Mr. Franklin k. 


Mathiews, Chief Scout Librarian, and each year, 
under his direction, the Boy Scouts of America 
publishes a list with tabloid reviews of books of 
special interest to Boy Scouts. 

In the old days there was very little interest in 
a boy’s reading—so little indeed that the market 
was flooded with such cheap material, that most 
of it was a waste of good time when it was not 
Boys’ Lire knows that the very best 
a boy, and coLlse- 


harmful. 
judge of a story, as a story, is 
quently this new movement is a gain not only to 
the boy, but to the reading public and tolitera- 
ture as a whole. Indeed the real boy’s book is a 
book for everybody. There is a story of Glad- 
stone, then the Grand Old Man in British politics, 
hunting’ the London bookstores for a copy of 


“Treasure Island.” You would be surprised to 
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learn to what extent the so-called ‘Children’s; 
books” are read by grown-ups! 


In the Forest of Books 


As usual in most things in life, while the standard 
and volume of publications have increased enor- 
mously, the really great things are few, and if you 
want to form a carefully selected library, or if you 
are too anxious to dip into everything, you are 
likely to be lost in the maze of books that come 
out of the publishers these days, and exclaim: 
“Of making of books, there is no end!” 

A really valuable book is valuable because it 
gives us an insight into a man’s mind—the 
author’s. ‘The most you can ever hope to do from 
a book is to learn a small part of what lies in one 
man’s mind. The book is a spark, sparks from 
the fire, which is a man’s mental life, and the 
upbuilding process of reading lies only in our 
making that fire our own, or, rather. as we absorb 
the fire to nourish our own. 


The Man’s the Thing 


The first thing to look for in building up a 
library, is not for books, but an author. Find 
an author whose work appeals to you, and give 
free rein to your natural interest. If you have 
chosen a really worthy man, you will find yourself 
not only reaching out to his thought, but to the 
things that provoked them, to the men and the 
books that interested him, to his life and times 
os _ until you will be reaching out from him 

* to things all your own, finding your 





contain many beautiful illustrations of 
such precept and practise. Head 
bowed and humble, to walk as the 
least of God’s creatures has been the 
spiritual ideal. ‘There the greatest 
amongst us is the servant of all. But 
most of us are creatures of conflict and 
contradiction. We admire humility 
on the one hand, on the other we 
admire the men who do things, who 
do them in competition against others, 
who fight and win, who get what they 
go after; the men of will, of iron; 
strong men rushing at life and sweeping 
it along in their wake like a comet, a 
tornado, a flood. In the work-a-day 
world we push, we scramble; we “prefer 
one another” only as we are out- 
manceuvered or forced. Sometimes 
though we go back to the little cup- 
board where we lock the precious 
things—perhaps the only precious 
things of life. 

Thanksgiving is such a time, for 
the true Thanksgiving spirit cannot be 
approached except in humility. The 
Psalmist cried in such a moment of 
humble realization: “What is man 
that Thou are mindful of him?’ The 
storms that took the Shenandoah, goo 
feet long, and broke it in two as you 
would a stick, water the wheat that 
gives us bread; the blaze of heat from 
the sun, which could scorch the world 
to a cinder, is tempered through a 
million miles, to smile life on us. 
Against the fury of the elements, and 
the anger of God, man is less even than 
the reed, whipped hither and yon by 
the wind. 

Stop for one moment as you give 
thanks and realize that you stand one 
puny individual among a billion people, 
in a world which is a billionth part of 
one solar system, which may be less 
than a billionth part of a universe, 
which may in itself be only a billionth 
part of a limited space for which we 
have no name. Think thus, and try 
to be puffed up about yourself, about 
what you do, about what any one man, 
any million men, may hope to do; 
think of our utter dependence, not 
only on the forces of nature, that give 
us food and life, but of the enterprise 
of our fellows that make us comfortable 





A Personal Word from the Editor to the Readers of 
BOYS’ LIFE 


In 1912 the Boy Scouts of America purchased a publication 
known as BOYS’ LIFE, with a circulation of 3,000. 

During the present calendar year we have maintained a circula- 
tion of over 150,000 net paid each month. 

Our increased circulation has meant this one thing: it has been 
built up on the good-will of its readers; it has expanded as your 
appreciation and affection for the magazine has grown. 

I would like to make this a personally addressed letter to each 
one of you, but as that would be impracticable, | print it here. 

I was about to say, thank you for your interest; but that would 
not be fair, for it would sound as if the magazine belonged to me. 
It does not. It is your magazine; yes, BOYS’ LIFE is owned and 
published by the Boy Scouts of America, not merely for its mem- 
bers but for all boys. To those of you who are regular readers, 
better still personal subscribers, it will be a source of satisfaction 
to know that no publication of this character has had such an 
encouraging success as has your magazine. 

Cooperation, based upon appreciation and pride in your publica- 
tion, at this time will be specially helpful, for during the next few 
months we face the problem of securing the greatest number of 
renewals. Heretofore this has been accomplished at the expense 
of elaborate circularization, which we want to eliminate this year, 
as we would like to use this resource in maintaining, and, if possible, 
improving the editorial content and make-up of the magazine. 

What will you do to help? 

You can help, if you will, by constituting yourself a committee 
of one, specially authorized by the Editor of BOYS’ LIFE, to 

(1) Arrange without further notice to renew your own subscrip- 
tion at this time by simply sending your name and address with 
$2.00, and no matter when your subscription expires it will be 
automatically extended 12 months: if you find a green expiration 
slip in your copy of BOYS’ LIFE, do not delay, return it at once. 

(2) Make yourself responsible for securing at least one new 
subscription before January Ist. 

(3) Become a BOYS’ LIFE Booster, which means that you will 
speak of BOYS’ LIFE whenever opportunity presents, especially 
to your teacher in school, your scoutmaster, your gang. 

(4) Read the announcement on page 66 and consider whether 
you ought to be enrolled as a BOYS’ LIFE Agent, and make this a 
means of earning your Christmas money, or your school expenses. 

(5) Help us to impress on those who advertise in BOYS’ LIFE 
on a business basis that their advertisements actually bring 
returns. Mention BOYS’ LIFE in all letters to advertisers. 

(6) Write and tell us frankly what you like best in BOYS’ LIFE 
and give us suggestions as to how we can make our magazine, your 
magazine. *“‘BIGGER AND BETTER IN EVERY WAY 
FOR ALL BOYS EVERYWHERE.’”’ 

& Wut 


Editor BOYS’ LIFE, and 
Chief Scout Executive. 











own strong individuel preferences. If, 
in the meantime, you have kept the 
books you bought in the development 
of this interest, you have already laid 
the foundation of the very best kind 
of a library one can have—books that 
definitely mean something to their 
owner. This has been the secret of 
more than one man of wide culture and 
knowledge. 
The Value of Book Week 

The machinery which is set up dur- 
ing Book Week is of the greatest value 
not only to the casual reader, lost in 
this forest of books; it is of great 
help to the libraries in selecting books 
for their shelves, to parents, and, 
indeed, to everybody in any way 
interested in juvenile literature. In 
other words, these reviews, such as 
are published by the Boy Scouts of 
America under Mr. Mathiew’s direc- 
tion, help us to see inside the covers 
of the books we want to buy—covers 
which nowadays, following the prac- 
tise of magazines, are got up with great 
attractiveness, and are often a promise 
which the contents of the book do not 
fulfill. Because there are so many 
books, so many magazines, many of 
them utterly worthless, it is just as 
well for all of us, while developing our 
own list of books and methods for 
choosing what we will read, to profit 
by such help as is available. It is 
for these reasons that we so heartily 
support Book Week. Indeed, it is 
because of its appreciation of carefully 
selected reading that the Boy Scouts of 
America give so much time to its 
Reading Program, and to sponsoring 
this magazine for boys. 


Five Miles a Minute 


Recently Lt. Alford Williams, U. 
S. N., dropped his racing naval Cur- 
tiss plane a couple of thousand feet 
to a straitaway of one mile, and was 
clocked in the distance at 302 miles 
an hour, or over 5 miles a minute. 
A clock accuracy of 1/10 second is 
necessary in timing as high a speed 
as this, which few timepieces in exist- 
ence can do. 
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The Scout World 


Missionaries of Scouting 


WO ambassadors of Scouting 


Latin-American countries. 


Bureau. 


entire cost of the trip. 

Our State Department, the ambassadors 
of the various South American republics, 
the Pan-American Union—indeed everyone 
interested—are most enthusiastic about 
this mission. The day before they left 
Messrs. Makgill and Jamieson were enter- 
tained at a luncheon at the Union League 
Club by Mr. Frank Presbrey, who is also 
one of our representatives on the Boy Scout 
International Committee, and a number of 
the members of the Executive Board, includ- 
ing National Scout Commissioner Daniel 
Carter Beard, Dr. John H. Finley, Dr. 
Jeremiah W. Jenks, Mr. Barron Collier, Mr. 
Wm. D. Murray were present. Six picked 


scouts of Troop 13 (Mr. A. H. Durieux, Scoutmaster) acted 
as orderlies to Messrs. Makgill and Jamieson while they were 
At the Hoboken docks from which the Pan- 
{merica sailed with our delegation, about forty scouts of the 
Hoboken Council, under the leadership of Acting Executive 


in New York. 


left New 
September 12 to spend three months visiting 
various South American republics, a visit that has 
been undertaken at the special invitation of the 
It is the first mission of its kind 
and we are very proud of our part in it, for it is largely the 
interest of the Boy Scouts of America that has made it possible. 
A special commission, consisting of Mr. J. D. Makgill, Scout- 
master of London, England and Mr. A. D. Jamieson, Scout 
Executive of Detroit, Michigan was appointed by Mr. Hubert 
S. Martin, Director, to represent the Boy Scout International 
Mr. Mortimer L. Schiff, International Commissioner 
and Vice-President of the Boy Scouts of America, defrayed the 


Activities, News and Notes of Scouting 


By James E. West 


Los Angeles Band Visits Hawaii Capitol 


them. 
OU have to hand it to the Los Angeles Scouts. They took 
their band over recently for a tour of the Hawaiian Islands 
and their progress was a sort of triumphal procession. ‘There 
were forty-one boys in the band under the direction of the 
Band Leader, the Scout Commissioner, Mr. Fred Letten, and 
Mr. E. B. DeGroot, the Scout Executive. They spent eight 
strenuous days and played twenty concerts on the Island and 
four each way on the boat, all without the slightest misconduct, 
mishap or illness. 
Directly they landed in Honolulu, they paraded to the 


York 


troop. 


visit Australia. 













’ 
(Abow) The Los Angeles Scout Band at Honolulu, marching 
to the reception by the Governor. ** Pine-Tree” Jim Wilder, 
Chief Seascout, a resi 














R. A. Blauvelt, formed a guard of honor and 
escort, and gave the mission a _ rousing 
send-off. 

Messrs. Makgill and Jamieson will visit 
Brazil, Uruguay, Argentine, Chile, Bolivia, 


Peru, Ecuador, Panama, Colombia, 
Venezuela and Porto Rico, in the order 
named. It is hoped that while they are at 


Buenos .\ires, Argentine, a delegation of 
Scout leaders from Paraguay will meet 
them for conference. 

This friendly visit, which will carry to 
South America the greetings of world 
scouting, will not act under any set program. 
They will place themselves at the disposal of 
the scout officials in the various countries, and 
help out in any way. deemed best—by 
demonstrations of the scout program as it is 
in operation in other parts of the world, by 
short training courses, by exhibits and 
moving pictures which the delegates carry, 
by explaining the system of organization in 
other countries, by conference and in many 
other ways. In other words these delegates 
will demonstrate Scouting as it is practiced in 
other countries, especially England and 
America, leaving each country to adopt as 
much of it as they feel meets their special 
requirements and their special needs. If you 
correspond with any South American scouts 
Write to them about this mission, which is 
most of all an expression of our friendliness to 
the South American republics, whose future 
citizens we should like to see take a strong 
place in the great brotherhood of world 
scouting. 
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dent of Hawati, joms 

Wr. DeGroot and th 

other leaders at the head 
of the procession 
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(Left) Albany, N.Y. 

Scouts doing their Li 

brary a Good Turn dur 
ing Book Week 


(Right) Real Scout 
Mountaineers. Troop 
65 of Seatile, Wash., who 


a ae 


grounds where Governor Farrington addressed 


They not only played concerts before large audiences of the 
elite, but did their “‘Good Turn”’ by playing in the peniten- 
tiary, the boys’ reform school, girls’ reform school, tuberculosis 
hospital, children’s hospital, and at the receiving station of 
the leper colony, where, by the way, there is a Boy Scout 


They won golden opinions everywhere. When they played 
before the Rotary Club, among the audience was the Honor 
able Sir Joseph H. Carruthers, a member of the Australian 
Parliament and formerly Premier of New South Wales. He 
extended a very hearty and urgent invitation to the band to 


He insisted on Mr. DeGroot promising to 


correspond with him and even went so far as to guarantee 
financing the entire enterprise. 
trymen to enjoy the rare privilege which I have 
enjoyed of hearing the greatest boys’ band I 
have ever heard play the imperishable music 
that belongs not to America but to the whole 
world.” 

The band took with them a member of the 
Los Angeles Boy Scout Press Association, who 
operated a portable motion picture camera, so 
that they have a picture story of the entire trip. 

Mr. James A. Wilder, our Chief Seascout, met 
them at Honolulu and was so enthusiastic about 
ihe band program that he accompanied them ail 
over the Island. 
Boy Scouts of America feel that this visit has 
been of more service to Scouting than any other 
single event of which they had experience. 


He said, “‘I want my coun- 


The Honolulu Council of the 


While the Fleet was in Hawaii 
HERE was a big time in Hawaii when 


our fleet put in at Hilo for a few days 
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circled Mount Rainier 
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The Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster, England, blessing the flags of British Catholic Scouts, 
setting out on the pilgrimage to the Pope. Sir Robert Baden-Powell, Chief Scout, Mr. Hubert 
Martin, Director International Bureau, are seen in the picture 





during their cruise of the Pacific. Hilo 
was chosen by a number of vessels to enable 
the men to see the volcano and other interest- 
ing sights. Of course Scouts were on hand 
to do their “Good Turn” directing and 
escorting their friend, the gob. One hundred 
and fifty boys turned out for this service, 
some of the boys traveling over 180 miles 
and paying their own expenses for traveling 
and food. These boys were from fifteen 
troops and put in a total of 736 hours of 
service. They had charge of the information 
booths, keeping the street decorations 
straight, acting as orderlies at the band 
concerts and as assistants to the traffic 
police and the regatta oflicials. 


Scouts Visit the Pope 


EVERAL thousand Catholic Boy Scouts 

from a dozen countries, which included 
some members of the Boy Scouts of America 
who were in Europe, were received by the 
Pope, at the Vatican in Rome September 6. 
The Associated Press cabled the following 
account to American papers: 

Dressed in their bare-kneed scout. uni- 
forms and with banners and pennants fly- 
ing, the youthful pilgrims paraded through 
the streets, singing their rollicking camp-fire 
songs. 

In the procession were boys from the 
United States, English youths, kilted Scots, 
boys of Arabia and Palestine in sheik head- 
dresses, and others from Ireland, France, 
Austria, Holland, Spain, Portugal, Belgium, 

(Concluded on- page 45) 
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Interviewing a Lion 


By James Forbes 


Reporter, Boy Scout Press Association, of Los Angeles 


‘““T HAD been told, just before I walked 
through the door into Numa’s half-acre 
residence, that this was his usual mealtime. 

‘He will be glad to see you,”’ added Charles 
Gay, owner of the immense estate on which 
Numa and many of his kinfolk live. I won 
dered just what he meant. 

Anyway, I found Numa watching for me. 
Ife even came more than half-way to meet me. 
He had a careless sort of approach, rather 
brusque and expressive of too much self-con 
fidence. It brought into my mind the fact 
that my folks had taken out an accident policy 
for me that paid only if I were injured or killed 
while traveling. I made up my mind that 
if anything happ ned to me it would be while 
I was traveling! 

I had stopped at a fallen log in Numa’s court- 
yard and thére awaited him. He reached this 
solitary piece of furniture and with a superla 
tively easy leap landed on top with his face 
impolitely close to my own. 

** And how do you like Southern California?” 
I asked, taking out my note-book. That seems 
to be a standard question with which to greet 
a stranger. 

“Undoubtedly it will be my home for the 
balance of my years,” he said, as if that were 








Los Angeles I decided to stay. It seems to be 
the usual history of the tourist.” 

There was some confusion in the adjacent 
residence and Numa stepped to the door to sce 
whether he had not been summoned to dine. 
He came back and again mounted the seat 

“What is wrong with the movies?” I asked, 
another stereotyped question, but I knew 
that Numa was a recognized star on the screen. 

“Too much cheap human talent!” hy 
snapped. He can snap! 

‘Too many humans,” he 
should hate to compare members of my own 
family with others, but for real drama consider 
a mere dog, like Strongheart, or a horse like 
Rex or certain members of the chimpanzce 
family and on up to lions and compare their 
work with that of the ordinary human movie 
star. That's what’s the matter with the movies: 
too many human beings.” 

““They say you lion actors have no teeth,” 
I commented. Numa grinned! 

I hurriedly changed the subject, directing 
his attention to Los Angeles Scout, the pub- 
lication for which I was obtaining an interview. 
Expressing a desire to hear more of it we re- 
paired to a corner where I showed him a late 
issue, he studying it carefully as he looked over 


went on. “I 











“‘Like the majority of folks 
I was born in 


sufficient answer. 
here [ am not a native son. 
Kansas City, some twelve years ago, and to 
be born in Kansas always means that in time 
one comes to California to live. TI left home 
at an early age and for a number of years 
traveled with a circus. It was rather con- 
fining, I found, and so, when I first reached 


xe 


get an interview with Nima. 


In Los Angeles there is a Boy Scout Press Association, composed of one scout from each of 
sixty-five troops, which has fora year been studying journalism. 
point of advancement where they were deemed competent to publish a monthly magazine, with 
sanction of Los Angeles District Council. The staff is subject to assignment for special and feature 
news, so to Scout Jimmy Forbes, Troop 76, befell an assignment lo go lo Gay’s Lion Farm, and 
Jimmy passed ithree hours among the hundred lions on the 
tropical farm, and then was ushered into a half-acre arena to “talk things over” with Numa. 
His “interview, 


as written for Los Angeles Scoul, appears herewith, 


Recently they arrived at the 


[Editor's Note] 


my shoulder. And then we came to a baniit 
story written by Scout Bob Lewis, one of 
my managing editors. 

“That looks like keen stuff,” Numa 
seating himself beside me. ‘‘ Read it out loud.” 
What a piker Danie! was, I kept thinking! 

“And now it is time for my dinner!” 

(Concluded on page 61) 


said, 


cht “Em, Big Three” 


A Football Story in Three Parts 


PART II 


HE game with Bloomsburg was all that a practice 

contest should be. It gave Milford an excellent 

opportunity to play mostly straight football against 

foreign opposition and, in so doing, to try out the 
various degrees of good, bad and indifferent football talent 
represented in some thirty-one assorted pairs of arms, legs 
and—in a few instances—single heads. 

Milford played mediocre football, partly due to the weak- 
ness of the opposing force, but mostly due to the absence of 
coherent teamwork. 

‘““Everybody’s rotten!’’ Coach Dolan had told the players 
at half-time, and he repeated this injunction at the game’s 
conclusion with twenty times the fervor of the first declaration. 
“Rotten, rotten, rotten!” Then he proceeded to lay each 
individual out in distinctly artistic fashion until Milford 
“collectively and separately had figuratively no legs left to 
stand on,’’ this last according to Slim Mooney, who listened 
to the callings from a vantage point outside the locker rooms. 

“Boy, I’m tickled pink that all I am is yell leader,” Slim 
told the football crowd later. ‘‘Idon’t have to take any bawl- 
ing out from anybody. The way the coach talked to you 
guys I’d think you’d feel like going out and lying down in 
front of a cyclone or laying your heads on butcher Pete’s meat- 
chopping slab. Wow, I could go out and drink a quart of pure 
nitro-glycerine just from what I heard in the hall!” 

“Tt did sound as though he didn’t consider we amounted 
to much,” admitted Conway, ruefully. ‘Imagine him saying 
I reminded him of a used postage stamp trying to deliver a 
letter! And just because he thought I didn’t get away with 
the ball fast enough. . . .” 

“Huh! You got off easy,” sniffed Kline, at left tackle. 
“He told me when I missed downing that Bloomsburg full- 
back that I must have dreamed my legs were cement blocks 
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and that my arms were greised runways for letting things 
slide away from me!” 

““Pshaw, you fellows didn’t get any dose at all,” grinned 
Beef Mellon, jovial center. “The coach informed me that 
just because I was the heaviest man on the team was no sign 
that I was the most stationary also. He said that out West 
they were using earthquakes to move mountains that wouldn’t 
get out of the way . . . and that if I didn’t show more pep 
and go that he’d plant me feet first in some nice garden plot 
and let me take root and grow there.” 

“Why didn’t you take him up on it?” kidded Slim Mooney. 
“You’d make a swell spreading chestnut. . . .” 

““Say, you—,”’ warned Beef, making a quicker move than 
Coach Dolan had doubtless ever given him credit for. 

“You catch me first. Then say it,’’ taunted Slim, keeping 
plenty of space between the Milford center and himself. 

The crowd of fellows laughed. They were in a particularly 
good mood despite their recent panning. Coach Dolan had a 
unique way of telling every player exactly what he thought 
of his playing without hurting the player’s feelings. He often 
sent the boys into howls of hilarity, but behind the funny 
things he said was usually a stinging bit of truth which the 
individuals took home to themselves and made the most of 
through striving to perfect the defect or weakness criticized. 
This was the first time during the new football season that the 
coach had given each boy a piece of his mind, so the occasion 
was being especially cherished. 

““Bawling us out when we beat Bloomsburg fifty-four to 
nothing,” ruminated Stuffy. ‘‘That bird’s funny!” 

With the game, despite the uneven quality of play, nothing 
more than a walk-away victory for Milford—most of the on- 
lookers’ interests had been centered on the alternating of 
Pepper and Brick at quarterback. Coach Dolan had started 
Pepper only to substitute Brick in the second fifteen minutes 
cf play. Pepper went in again at the beginning of the second 


half, but gave way to Brick during the last quarter, their time 
in the game being fairly well divided. It was noted that not 
so much as a word or look was exchanged by these former 
chums as they took each other’s places in the line-up. After 
the contest, students who liked to compile figures on the 
playing, determined that Milford had scored 39 of her 54 
points while being piloted by Pepper, and that their school 
team had been held for her only downs while Brick was in the 
quarterback position. Such figures pointed coldly and con- 
clusively to the fact that Pepper’s leadership of the team had 
proven best. And, these football mathematicians recollected, 
the eleven had actually seemed to have more life and con- 
fidence in the first and third quarters of the game. . . re- 
sponding to the urge of Pepper with better spirit and smoother 
working plays. But pshaw! Figures didn’t mean much yet 
. . . the season was still young. 

Sharp, curious eyes kept watch of Stuffy, Pepper and Brick 
in the days that followed. Little was said openly, but there 
was an atmosphere about Milford High which indicated that 
the whole school was upset and wondering over what was to 
be the outcome of the feud between Pepper and Brick. Folks 
had observed Pepper occasionally in the company of Stuffy, 
and Brick also occasionally in the company of Stuffy—but 
never had anyone reported having glimpsed Pepper and 
Brick together with Stuffy. This observation alone was 
evidence enough that the break had been definite . . . and 
lasting. 

‘“‘Who’d ever have thought that those three fellows would 
have had a falling out?” asked an older Milford citizen of 
another. “The whole town’s looked up to those boys for the 
fine example that they have set in sportsmanship and fellow- 
ship . . . and now they’ve had to spoil it all by this streak of 
jealous rivalry. It’s a downright shame!” 

Navin City, the next Saturday, put up a much stronger 
argument against Milford, but met a much stronger team in so 
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doing. Milford triumphed 31 to 6 and Pepper stayed in the 


entire game at quarterback. There was a vast improvement 
immediately detectable in his style of play. Only on a few 
occasions did he betray where plays were going by the turn 
of his head and Navin City was having all it could do to 
cope with ordinary matters to say nothing of trying to solve 
tell-tale motions so the turn of Pepper’s head did no 
damage. Besides he was directing a different team—a team 
which was getting away faster, with more drive and power 
and precision. 

“Beats all what Coach Dolan can do with a squad of light- 
weights, doesn’t it?” asked an enthusiastic admirer, shortly 
following one of Milford “Tf our line was 
only heavier I'd almost be willing to wager we'd give the 
mighty Reedland bunch a big scare by the end of the season. 
But you know what always happens when a good little man 
goes up against a good big man. Imagine Dempsey taking 
on Benny Leonard! Benny might have all the ring science in 
the world but, unless he got in a lucky punch, Dempsey would 
be sure to pound him to pieces in the end.” 

Ample substantiation was given to the words of this admirer 
when news came from Reedland that the State champions 
had ridden over Bloomsburg by a 908 to o score, playing three- 
quarters of the game with their second team. Here was a 
basis for comparison. Allowing for a certain improvement in 
Bloomsburg over the week previous when Milford had taken 
this small school’s measure by a 54 to o score, Reedland’s 
second team was approximately 44 points better than Mil- 
ford’s varsity! And, as the Reedland paper had said, “‘the 
game was a glorious workout for the second string players 
whom Coach Develon regards as but a shade beneath the 
caliber of the first team men. It is well for poor Bloomsburg 
that the Reedland varsity was given an early holiday, else 
adding machines might have been necessary in keeping tab 
with the score.” 

Oh, yes—Reedland loved its football team! The town was 
far crazier over it than it had been over the baseball nine, 
and goodness knows Reedland had been loony enough over 
that. Last spring the town of Reedland had practically moved 
to Milford to see the great diamond clash between their rival 
schools. This fall, booked for the last game of the season, 
Reedland was to have the pleasure of remaining at home and 
entertaining Milford on the home field. Such an arrangement 
was more to Reedland’s liking. And then, Reedland had not 
forgotten that last inning triumph of Milford’s, when a 1 too 
victory had been turned into a shocking 2 to 1 defeat. What 
Reedland had failed to do to Milford in baseball, Reedland 
would more than make up for in the coming football engage- 
ment. Another State championship would hardly be worth so 
much as a crushing win over their bitterest rival. Even so 
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s five touchdowns. 





early in the season Reedland players commenced licking their 
chops in anticipation of the way they would gobble up and 
tear and chew to shreds the team that Milford might send 
over to do them battle. In Reedland, news of Milford’s 
to 6 victory over Navin City was greeted with shrieks of 


31 
laughter. 

‘Navin City’s little better than Bloomsburg,” Reedland 
said. ‘Our second team could have tripled that score!” 

In this, perhaps, Reedland had a bit misjudged Milford. 
It had never been Coach Dolan’s policy to drive his team in an 
effort to swamp an opposing force. The coach was satisfied 
with a moderately topping score. He believed in keying his 
players up gradually to reach a certain height and not in 
driving them incessantly, especially against much weaker 
Coach Dolan had always declared: ‘*Compara- 
tive scores mean nothing,” and had pointed to the results of 
big college games to prove his point. He had warned his 
players against being affected by overwhelming scores turned 
in by their coming opponents. 

“Beyond indicating that a team has a certain offensive 
strength, it does not and cannot show what the same team 
would or could do against us,”” Coach Dolan often insisted. 
‘“* \ game is just as much lost by one touchdown as twenty, and 
to win by twenty touchdowns means a great waste of energy. 
I want my teams to have the drive and power when they need 
it most and that doesn’t mean staging scoring exhibi- 
tions just to see how deeply the opposition can be buried. 
Save some of those pretty touchdowns and line-smashing 
efforts until you encounter a team worthy of your toughest 


opposition. 


steel.” 


Ww September gone the weeks galloped into late October, 
nothing of unusual moment happening except that Pepper 
had definitely made the team as quarterback, though Brick 
had been retained on the varsity squad as utility backfield 
man. In all this time, so far as anyone knew, Pepper and 
Brick had not so much as recognized each other. Coach 
Dolan, mindful of the feud, had tactfully said nothing, pre- 
ferring to let the boys work their differences out in their own 
way just so long as they did not interfere with the playing of 
the team. Coach Dolan distinctly remembered the trouble 
which had existed between Pepper and Don Watkins, veteran 
second sacker on last season’s baseball nine . . . and its 
ultimate outcome. He knew that any attempt from an out- 
side influence to right matters quite often only made things 
worse. This affair was an even more serious difficulty than the 
baseball wrangle, for it concerned boys who had been such 
close friends that the hurt of their attitude toward one another 
must be more severe. At least this was the way the whole 
situation appeared to the shrewdly observant coach. 


He saw Pepper kneel near the center, saw him shout out his signals. saw him turn his head to glimpse Dub Eldred 
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One night, at practice, he had chanced to remark to Brick: 
“Did it ever occur to you that you might prove to be a much 
better halfback than a quarterback?”’ And the coach had been 
given an opportunity to test the real fire of the competition 
between the two members of Milford’s Big Three when Brick 
had replied: ‘No, sir. It never did!” With Brick it had been 
the quariersack position or nothing . . . but after Pepper 
had been selected he had concealed his disappointment. 


OOR Stuffy . . . he was the one who had been made to 

suffer most if suffering may be judged by trying to 
keep on good terms with two fellows who are at swords’ points 
with one another. Stuffy had enough tact to know that he had 
best keep his mouth shut about Pepper when in the presence 
of Brick and not make a peep about Brick when he was in the 
company of Pepper. Each chum had been rather outspoken 
to Stuffy about the other, each presenting his side of the 
grievance, and both had asked Stufiy if the other had said 
anything to him about their feud. Answering such a question 
as this took diplomacy only a little less than that required by 
the president of the league of nations. Stuffy did not care to 
increase the feeling which had sprung up between the two 
chums. He would have liked to get them together and tel! 
them how silly they both were but he realized, in their present 
states of mind, such a proceedure would be like sicking two 
bulldogs on each other. With the Big Three combination so 
badly torn up, both in play and in comradeship, Stuffy took 
little pleasure in the fact that he had won a berth on the 
varsity as fullback. Perhaps this even went quite a way 
toward explaining what folks had criticised as his ragged and 
erratic play. Stuffiy just couldn’t seem to get his heart into 
his work . . . yet his efforts had been good enough to 
warrant Coach Dolan’s keeping him in position. |The coach 
attributed Stuffy’s unsettled play to his comparative in- 
experience, being of the opinion that all he needed was more 
seasoning under fire. 

Friday night, October 30, was to prove an eventful night 
for two members of the Big Three just how eventful 
none of them for a second could have anticipated. It was the 
evening before Hallowe’en and Brick and Stuify had gotten 
behind on their history notebooks. It was at Brick’s sugges- 
tion that he had met Stuffy and they had gone to the Milford 
Library after supper to work out their notebooks together. 
Staying until the library closed, at nine o’clock, the two 
chums then went downtown to the Sweet Tooth Shop, 
where each indulged in a soda and some salted peanuts 
to celebrate the finish of their labors. It was nearing ten 
o’clock when the pals turned their steps homeward. Com- 
ing to the alley leading past the Mitchell backyard, they 
swung into it. for it provided a shortcut of fully half a block 
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to both of their homes. 
was forbiddingly dark. 

‘Gee, to-night ought to have been Hallowe’en!” said Brick, 
with a careless chuckle. ‘‘You sure could imagine goblins 
and witches and about everything flying around in this black- 
ness, couldn’t you?” 


There was no moon and the alley 


TUFFY laughed, feeling his way. 

“You sure could!” he reiterated. “Funny how, as many 
times as we’ve gone down this alley in the day time, we 
have to be so careful to keep from running into anything or 
stubbing our toes at night, isn’t it?” 

“Well, it just proves how few things we notice unless we have 
to,” said Brick. ‘Now if we’d paid close attention to that 
history when it was taught to us we wouldn’t havehadto. . .’’ 

“Oh, dry up!” broke in Stuffy. “I’m so full of history 
that all I can think of is Alexander the 


sprang to the rescue of his partner. Brick tried to defend 
himself against the two but was soon forced to relinquish his 
hold on the other thief. He staggered after them as the 
robbers ran across the yard, stumbled over the fence and 
headed for the alley. 

Brick, knowing that pursuit was hopeless, turned to his pal. 

“ Are you all right, Stuffy?” 

“Sure. Gee, that big boy packs an awful wallop! Well .. . 
we saved the chickens anyhow.” 

Stuffy groped about for the sack and together he and Brick 
picked it up. Just then the back door to Mr. Sanderson’s 
house swung open and Stuffy and Brick looked into the 
glare of a flashlight held in the hand of Mr. Sanderson 
himself. 

“So? I thought I heard something going on out here!”’ 

Mr. Sanderson stepped out into the yard and advanced 





Great and Julius Cesar and Napoleon. 
The way I feel now I’d just as soon those 
ginks had never lived. Or else 1 wish they 
were alive to-day so that they could have 
some of the history they made rammed 
down their own throats!” 

Brick came to a stop in the alley opposite 
his back yard. 

“Well, here’s where we part company, 
Stuffy old scout. See you in the morning, 


Ee So RR, 


maybe—huh?” 
For answer Stuffy laid a hand on Brick’s . 
arm. 


“Listen!” he commanded. ‘ What's that?” 
Behind them, in the direction of the 














chicken coop on the property of Elmer 

Sanderson, Milford’s distinguished chicken fancier, came a 
peculiar sound. The noise was that of the disturbed “cut 
cut-cuttings” of hens... and yet it seemed muffled and 
smothering. A door creaked. 

“Chicken thieves!” gasped Brick. 
Sandy out!” 

“Serves him right for making all that fuss over our football 
landing in his yard,” grunted Stuffy, with his usual wont at 
seeing humor in a serious situation. 

“Say—we ought to break this up somehow,” said Brick. 
“Do you suppose we’d have any chance of nabbing those 


“They’re cleaning old 


uys?”’ 

““Well—I don’t know how good I am at tackling anyone in 
the dark,” speculated Stuffy, in a whisper. ‘But I’m game 
to try!” 

Silently the two chums felt their way to the high chicken 
wire fence enclosing the yard. They followed along this fence 
in the almost total darkness until they came to the fence 
adjoining which closed in the back grounds of the Sanderson 
property. This fence was low enough to permit their swinging 
over it. Cautiously they crept toward the large chicken coop, 
crossing the walk which led from it to the house. They 
caught the subdued gleam of a flashlight inside and the door 
ajar. 

‘“‘Never mind that rooster!” they heard a voice exclaim, 


hoarsely. ‘“‘He’ll stir up too much of a racket. Come on. 
We've got the best of the lot now. It’s time we were beating 
it!” 


The vague figure of a man emerged from the coop and 
stood waiting impatiently, with a nervous glance toward 
the house, for his partner to follow. The second man was 
smaller. As his accomplice played the flashlight at his feet 
to enable him to see the way out, Stuffy and Brick—crouched 
but a few paces away—saw him to be carrying a huge 
gunny sack, bulging full. The small man also wore a dark, 
tight-fitting cap. 

“You take little Nemo,” whispered Stuffy, as the chicken 
thieves prepared to leave. “I'll tackle the big baby!” 

“Righto!” assented Brick, rising up ready for a leap. 

The two chicken thieves were totally unaware of anyone 
being near them. They started off in the direction of the 
side fence over which they could gain access to the alley 
and make an almost certain get-away in the darkness. But 
they had not taken more than three steps when both of 
them felt their legs shot out from under them with jolting 
suddenness. 

“What the ...?” 

“Hey, let loose!” 

“Got him, Stuffy?” 

It was a blind struggle in the dark. Brick brought his man 
to earth and was astraddle of him inside of five seconds . . . 
but Stuffy, while he downed the larger robber of the two, found 
himself in difficulty of subduing the fellow who proved power- 
fully strong. The unexpectedness of the attack had favored 
the youths . . . yet each realized quickly that they would 
be no match for these two older men unless outside aid was 
secured at once. 

“Help! Thieves!’ 
man’s back. 

The small man rolled over, grappling with Brick, the two 
rising only to fall upon the sack containing many of Mr. 
Sanderson’s prize Winning fowls. The chickens let out violent 
squawks of suffocating misery. 

Freeing himself from Stuffy and sending his would-be 
capturer spra.,ling with a hard blow to the jaw, the larger man 


yelled “Stuffy, clinging to the larger 
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rence, Mass., whose picture, 
““A Bar at the Bar,” ap- 
pears in the center 


Worthy of special mention 
is the photo at the top, 
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and “ They can’t fool me,” 
by George Vikre, Ortonville, 
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. . . but this time you don’t get away so easy. 
have you arrested!” 

“Wait a minute,” pleaded Brick. “Listen to us while we 
tell you what happened, won’t you? We were going home 
through the alley when we heard a funny noise in your coop 
and we skinned over the fence to investigate. . . .” 

“Never mind making up any stories, young man. 
won’t help you one bit.” 

“He’s not making up any stories,”’ denied Stuffy, vigor- 
ously. ‘‘He’s telling the truth . . . and when we got over 
the fence we saw two men just about to beat it with that bag 
full of your chickens. I tackled the big fellow and Brick 
jumped on the little one. . . .” 

“Ha, ha, ha!’”’ laughed Mr. Sanderson, scornfully. 


I’m going to 


They 


iad No, 
boys... you’re going to pay for this pre-Hallowe’en lark 
and you’re going to pay dear!” 

“Honest, Mr. Sanderson,” insisted Brick, 
worriedly. “We're not trying to stuff you. 
We hollered for help and tried to hold onto 


H them until somebody came . . . but they wer 
otographic ay } e 
Contest too much for us. 
lates . ~o “Yes, I suppose there were some other fellows 
rere pan Wa ane me] 7 r : is i this stunt, too,” surmised Mr. Sanders 
The November winner is in on this stunt, too,” surmised Mr. Sanderson, 


“But they were lucky enough to make their 
escape before IT came out. Well, we'll let them 
vo for the time being. I guess the police can 
round up the rest.” 

“Please . . . if you'll just look around here 

. you ought to find some proof of what we 
say,” entreated Stuffy. ‘“‘Good-night! What 
would we want with your old hens?” 

“My old hens!” fairly screamed Mr. Sander- 
“Tf want you to understand, young man, 
that these fowls are the finest blooded stock in 
the State!” 

“Well, that wouldn’t make us want them any 
worse,” retorted Stuffy. ‘‘You’d better go 
slow about having us arrested, Mr. Sanderson.” 

For answer Mr. Sanderson stepped outside 
and shut the chicken coop door, only to make the 
discovery that the lock was shattered. 
“Something else against you!” he roared, 
taking a step backward and almost tripping 
over his bathrobe. “Yes, I think I will go slow 
about having you arrested . . . about as slow 
as it takes to call the police!” 


son. 


HE little town of Milford awoke the next 
morning to news of a most astounding 
nature. The feud between Pepper and Brick was 
as nothing compared to this. Facts of the case 
were, according to no less an authority than 
Ben Phillpot, chief of police, that Stuffy Owen 
and Brick Mitchell had been caught red-handed 
by Mr. Sanderson as they were about to leave his 
chicken yard last night with a sackful of prize 
fowls. From information furnished by Mr. 
Sanderson, the intended theft was a piece of 
spite work dating back to the time when the 
members of Milford’s Big Three had booted a 
football into his chicken yard for the mere sport 
of it and had received a severe reprimand at the 
hands of the chicken fancier which they seemed 
to resent. Pepper had evidently effected his 
escape, in the opinion of Mr. Sanderson, although 
a subsequent investigation proved that Pepper 
had been at home all that evening and was not, 
at least, directly connected with the affair. 
Later in the morning Principal Pomeroy 
immediately placed the boys under indefinite 








toward the two chums. He was attired in a bathrobe and 
slippers and at any other time than this would have presented 
a hilariously funny sight as the bathrobe was too long for his 
stubby size, trailing on the ground. 

“Trying to pull off a Hallowe’en prank, eh?” 


TUNNED at this interpretation Mr. Sanderson placed upon 
their presence, Stuffy and Brick glanced at each other, 
hardly knowing what tosay. Then Mr. Sanderson saw the sack. 
“What! Why, you young ruffians, you! What do you 
mean stuffing my birds in that sack?” 

Mr. Sanderson pounced upon the sack and _ half-carried, 
half-dragged it to the coop. 

‘See here, Mr. Sanderson,” spoke up Stuffy, “I don’t just 
get what you're driving at... about us. But if you're 
insinuating that we were up to stealing your chickens, you’re 
all wrong. If it hadn’t been for us you’d have tost the whole 
bunch!” 

Mr. Sanderson felt about on the wall and switched on a 
light which the robbers no doubt would have been glad, to 
know was there. He examined his prize fowls with great 
anxiety, noting that several of them limped and others acted 
considerably upset. The sight of his injured stock infuriated 
him. He wheeled about, shaking a stubby fist at the two 
chums. 

“T’ve had dealings with you boys before. I let you off 
once when you deliberately pitched a football into my yard 


suspension. 

To their parents, Stuffy and Brick told the whole story . . . 
the true version . . . and they were believed. The finding of 
a dark blue cap on the grass near the chicken coop after 
daybreak had been the only outside clue which gave any 
credence to their story of apprehending robbers. But Mr. 
Sanderson was unimpressed by this discovery and was more 
insistent than ever that full justice be done him and the boys 
severely punished. 

“They think just because they’ve enjoyed lots of popularity 
from the people of Milford that they can do just about any- 
thing and get away with it,” said Mr. Sanderson, bitterly, 
“Well it’s about time that fellows like this Owen and Mitchell 
should be made an example of! 

There was one person in Milford who, when he heard the 
news, sat long in sober thought. He knew that his two chums 
were not guilty . . . and he wondered if he ought not to go to 
them . . . to Brick especially . . . and offerto makeup... 
and to help both of them any way that he could. But try 
as he might there was a stubborn pride in Pepper. He 
could not forget how Brick had snubbed him on the school 
campus that day and how he had avoided him from that time 
on. Now perhaps Brick would miss his friendship more 
than ever. The three had always stood together through 
trouble before, each defending the other . . . Pepper felt 
downright sorry for Stuffy ... but let Brick see how it 
felt to fight it out alone. . . 

(To be concluded in Boys’ Lire for December) 
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Something to Be Thankful For 


ELL, it is all over, the camp is deserted and all 

is quiet; we no longer hear the blare of the bugle 

or the boom of the rising gun at 5 A.M. We 

miss the joyous shouts of the scouts and the 
sharp orders of the officers; but when I say that all is quiet 
I am making a slight misstatement, for the flying squirrels 
scamper over the roof every night and the gray squirrel climbs 
up the logs of my cabin, nervously jerking his splendid big 
bush of a tail as he barks and scolds me for not climbing out 
of bed as early as he himself chooses to get up. 

On moonlight nights, the deer scamper around camp, 
making a great ado; even in daylight the old doe with twins 
approaches within twenty or thirty feet of the porch where 
we are eating our meals: she is not afraid of our voices as we 
laugh and talk, neither does she notice the gramaphone as it 
grinds out the ballads dear to the mountain folks. It is 
entertaining to watch the fawns play; they are lively little 
creatures, and try in vain to induce their dignified mother to 
join them as they scamper around showing the white flag 
on their tails, in mimic fear of some imaginary enemy. 

Occasionally some suspicious appearing person hikes along 
the road and then mama deer spreads her own big white tail 
and all three disappear, with flashes of white, into the under- 
brush; in the gloom of the woods and underbrush, I have more 
than once mistaken their spreading white tails for men in 
shirtsleeves. 

This is the Garden of Eden; the Chewink or Towhee and 
other birds feed on the crumbs at our feet, while chipmunks 
impudently invade our house, and pay no attention to our 
presence. 

The tameness of all the wild creatures suggests to us what 
must have been the condition of things when the Mayflower 
landed, and later when the first American Thanksgiving din- 
ner occurred. 

The illustrators of to-day are every bit as lazy as some school- 
boys. They hate to study as badly as you do—and me, oh, 
my, that is some slothful! Consequently, these idle fellows 
make pictures of Puritans with percussion guns, although it 
was not until over two hundred years later that percussion 
guns were used. 

They also make Daniel 
Boone and the people of his 
time with powder horns 
swung on the /eft side, or 
even butt-end foremost. 
Imagine an old | Buckskin 
man charging his muzzle- 
loading gun with a powder 
horn hung butt-end fore- 
most! A powder horn is 
illustrated at the top of the 
page. Except with a left- 
handed person, a powder 
horn always hung on the 
right-hand side with the 
small end to the front where 
it could be instantly grasped 
by the right hand and the 
old-fashioned black powder 
quickly poured out of the 
small end of the horn. But 
if the horn was butt fore- 
most, the hunter would 
have had to load his gun 
behind his back! 

What has this to do with Thanks- 
giving? Well, this: we may thank 
our lucky stars that George Wash- 
ington, General Jackson and Danie! 
Boone, as well as their men, were 
not artists, but men who knew how 
to wear a bullet pouch and powder 
horn so that they were ready for 
instant use; otherwise there would 
be no United States and, conse- 
quently, no United States History 
to illustrate. 

This summer at our camp, we had 
an artist who did know the bow from 
the stern of a powder horn; he had 
an old flint-lock rifle which he loaded 
and fired for the edification of the 
Scouts of Troop No. 1, Pike County, 
Pennsylvania. 

Another funny mistake our artists 
make is in equipping the first settlers 
with flint-lock biunderbusses long 
before such locks or such guns were 
invented. Also said artists invari- 
ably dress our Pilgrim fathers in 
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Tenderfoot Sutton, Eagle Scout Deck 


the Puritans did dress in “Sad colors” but Sad was the name 
of the dye-maker, and had no reference to the color scheme of 
the clothes. 

What these people really wore was anything but “sad” 
in tone: they had green vests trimmed with red tape, clothes 
of buff, crimson and brown, red woolen caps, in fact, they 
ordinarily dressed like the pirates in an opera, and they saved 
their formal clothes and two-gallon hats for Sunday meet- 
ings or church-going. 

The first Thanksgiving dinner was a jolly affair; the old 
Puritan fathers fired at targets with their big matchlock 
guns or their stocky, bulky wheel-locks, while the Indians 
competed with them with their bows and arrows. 
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ID they have good things to eat? Well, that depends 

upon what you call good; they had wild turkey and veni- 
son, among other things, and plenty of it! The women did 
the cooking, the Indians and white men shot the game, and 
while it was stewing in great pots or broiling over the hot 
coals, all the men engaged in athletic sports. 

It was not only a Thanksgiving dinner but a regular bar- 
bacue and picnic; nothing very somber about it. No doubt 
they had prayers, and very properly so; it would be better for 
us all if we followed their example in this respect, and it would 
not spoil the flavor of our Thanksgiving turkey to give thanks 
for the privilege of eating it safe in our homes surrounded by 
our own families. 

The Puritans had no matches with which to build their fires 
and their matchlock guns contain no matches as we under- 
stand the name, but the guns were equipped with a long rope 
fuse, the glowing end of which was held by a dragon-head 
arrangement, in such a manner that when the trigger was 
pulled the dragon-head came down and set off the powder in 
the pan alongside of the touch-hole and, bang went the old gun! 

Even if the artists do not often take the trouble to look these 
things up, but just sit down and draw any old thing, you scouts 
can find all this information in books of costumes in the 
Public Libraries. How do I know so much about it? Well, 
I do not have to go to the Library as I have books and colored 
pictures of guns and clothes 
drawn and printed when the 
people wore such clothes and 
shot such funny old guns. 

Since I have slam-banged 
the illustrators so hard in 
this story, I dare not draw 
any pictures myself for it, 
and so as a matter of pre- 
caution I have illustrated 
it with photographs taken 
right here in camp. 

I only wish that all of the 
scouts in the world could 
have been with us this sum- 
mer, for we had a most 
glorious and entertaining 
and instructive time. What 
with three world champions 
in camp, and scores of dis- 
tinguished visitors, the boys 
were kept busy smiling all 
the time and oh, the stories! 

The real Virginian, about 
whom the story by that 
name was written, gave us 
some first-hand history of the Con- 
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quest of Mexico by the Spaniards, 
as it is handed down from father 
to son by the Indians and told 
to him by his adopted Indian 
parents. 

Captain Broome, the Texan 
ranger, told some hair-raising tales 
of the borderland. Major Post gave 
an account of his wonderful balloon 
journey. Edmund Seymour sang 
for us the old Cowpuncher songs; 
my buddy, Karl Frederick, showed 
us how to cut a slender wand at 
fifty yards, with the bullet fired 
from a revolver; and we all had 
such good times that we will feel 
truly grateful on Thanksgiving day. 
Grateful that we are alive. Grate- 
ful for the woods, the scout camp- 
fires, for our homes and friends, not 
forgetting tle turkey and cranberry 
sauce! and—we must also give 
thanks for the privilege of having 
this magnificent magazine to read— 





somber black with wide, starched 
collars and two-gallon hats; true, 
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We will all be back in 1926 


Boys’ Lire is indeed a great pape 
for a Thanksgiving present. 



























































‘The Spectre of Le Mort 


By Harrison G. Streeter 


Illustrated by Eugene Franzden 


UPPER was over in the crude log shelter 
which served as a lumber camp far up in 
the middle course of the Beaver. The night 

mK was mid-November and the 
outer door had been left open while around it in 
various attitudes of easy relaxation sat squatted or stood more 
than a score of French Canadian lumberjacks. Rude jokes 
and playful sally in Provincial patios and picturesque English 
were bantered hither and yon as they strove to pass pleasantly 
the all too short period of relaxation before the night’s rest 
would again usher them into a day of strenuous activity. 

Out in a great depression before them lay the black reaches 
of Le Mort Swamp. Even now its sinister influence was ap- 
parent upon the little group as uneasy glances roved outward 
into the deepening shadows collecting and spreading within 
its gloomy depths. The grip of its evil reputation, which 
relaxed somewhat during the brighter hours of daylight, was 
now settling again like icy hands upon their superstitious souls. 
Tales of tragedies enacted within its forbidding borders had 
passed current among them as they sat in the thickening twi- 
light for many nights past. 

Even now Black Pierre was dramatically retelling the story 
of Big Francois, a burly hunter, caught in his own bear trap in 
the midst of the swamp two years before. His bones, scattered 
about the grim iron jaws and picked clean by wilderness 
beasts, had been found when the snows had melted the next 
spring. And his soul—here Pierre paused dramatically—black- 
ened by the unconfessed sins of seven years, had gone forth in 
the great swamp to wander and wail and destroy. 

His audience shivered and drew perceptibly closer for Pierre, 
beyond question, possessed dramatic powers of a high order. 
Many eyes stole apprehensively out into the thickening gloom. 
Upon a neighboring ridge a ragged outline of spruce reached its 
sharp, black points upward to pierce the still faintly glowing 
western sky. But Le Mort swamp was already covered under 
a blanket of black obscurity. 

Silence fell, for few could rival Pierre’s powers and none 
cared to challenge his statements. For several minutes this 
continued while the only sign of animation was the wraith- 
like streamers of thin smoke drifting silently upward from pipe 
and cigarette. 

Suddenly even this ceased. 
black void below came a strange, weird cry. 
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From out somewhere in the 
Quaveringly, it 


arose to a piercing shriek, then died away upon the still night 
air to a low, mournful tremolo. After a minute, it again stirred 
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He pulled back the blanket from a swarthy face 


the silence of the mysterious swamp in gusts of shrill, demoniac 
laughter, more uncanny, sinister, frightening even than before. 
It stopped as suddenly as it began but it was several moments 
before the last of the echoes died away in the remote recesses 
of Le Mort in a series of maudlin chuckles. 

A shudder ran over the group as they almost imperceptibly 
drew more closely together. 

“Carcajou,” whispered one to his neighbor—a half-breed 
Montagnais from the Mistassini. 

“Huh! non,” was the reply. “Injun devil. I heer eet once 
on the Quichouan.” 


GAIN it came in a booming, rasping, long-drawn roar 
and again complete silence settled as the voices of the 
wilderness were hushed by the weird interruption. 

“Loup Garou!” gasped Jacques Radisson as he moved 
hurriedly toward the door. 

“Loup Garou,” echoed several others in awed whispers as 
they hastened to follow him. 

Jean LaCrossette, the broad-chested foreman was the last 
to enter. Unafraid as he was of anything physical still the 
inward promptings of a superstitious nature brought a gleam 
of fear to his eyes as the weird stories of the Loup Garou came 
back to him in a flood of childhood recollections. 

Inside, the glow of the great oil lamp made less real the 
intangible fears that gripped them but even here Black Pierre 
still held forth to a circle of widened eyes and gaping mouths 
the terrible deeds of that mysterious lost soul, the giant were- 
wolf, that wanders the night and howls and frightens in all the 
French speaking regions of the North. 

There was one in that listening circle who did not give full 
credit to the tales—each one stranger and more frightening 
than the last, which went the rounds. Bud MacGreggor had 
arrived but the day before. He was of a different tempera- 
ment and ancestry than the others. Even now he was under 
an assumed name for his mission was a secret one even from 
Jean LaCrossette. His father had secured stumpage rights to 
a tract of fine spruce just to one side of Le Mort. The great 
North Star Company had opposed the acquisition but had 
only succeeded in having a clause inserted requiring him to 
finish his operations by the first of the following April. 

At that time the valuable concession would revert 
to the North Star together with all cut timber not 
stacked and ready to be swept out by the spring freshets 
of the Beaver. Three weeks before, the older Mac- 
Greggor had met with a serious accident and was 
compelled to depart for proper surgical treatment. It 
was evident that his enforced absence would continue 
for the greater part of the winter. Operations in the 
meantime had languished. At first the excuses had 

seemed plausible enough but finally suspicions 
had fastened themselves in his mind that there 
was something aside from mere accidents that 
was delaying the work. 

Prime spruce was getting scarce and the 
demands of the World War for an unlimited 
supply of it in the manufacture of airplane 
frames had sent the price soaring to unbeliev- 
able figures. If he failed to clear out his 
holdings by the time limit set by his conces- 
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Few could rival Black 
Prerre as a story-teller 
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ya sion, he stood to lose and with Scotch 
eo persistence he set his face grimly 


against this contingency. Not a day 

could be lost and each succeeding mail 
brought reports more discouraging than the one before. He 
had at last in despair sent his son, Bud, north to investigate 
and remedy the situation if possible. 

The younger MacGreggor had rather easily drowned his 
disappointment at thus having his education interrupted in 
his junior year at McGill. Anticipation of active and probably 
adventurous service out in the northern woods held its own 
lure for him. His disguise as an inexperienced laborer in 
search of work had been his own idea and now, installed as a 
general helper about the camp, he was just getting his bearings, 
and long after he turned into his narrow bunk that night he 
lay awake thinking of the strange cries, the tales of the Loup 
Garou and their effects upon the superstitious minds of the 
French lumberjacks and its effect upon the work. 


URING the next week little further out of the ordinary 
occurred. Several times they had heard the weird cries 
but they had been far off in the depths of the swamp. Some of 
the fainter hearted of the lumberjacks had quit and departed 
and a few others had come to take their places. The prevalent 
state of feeling was one of anxious anticipation. The wood road 
to the new cutting must cross a detached portion of the swamp. 
The men went into its gloomy depths during the day to 
clear a way through with a fair degree of willingness but 
nothing could hire them to approach the forbidding region 
at night. 

Bud had done some exploring on his own initiative. The 
stand of spruce had been visited and his eyes glistened as he 
gazed up at their tall straight columns and speculated upon the 
value of their tough, light wood in the construction of more 
and better air-craft as well as the legitimate profits which his 
father might receive from their sale. 

He had penetrated the swamp, too, but only for a short dis- 
tance. The late warm fall had not yet frozen its surface so that 
progress across it was difficult. Upon one of its numerous 
islands he had come upon a little brush shelter which showed 
unmistakable signs of recent occupation. This had aroused a 
train of speculation in his mind as to its use. But he could 
arrive at no satisfactory conclusion. Even Jean LaCrossette, 
to whom he went, met his guarded questions with a non- 
committal grunt. 

Every evening Black Pierre retold his weird tales, while 
Bud noted their efiect upon the superstitious men. The 
nervous tention increased and some of the lumbermen refused 
to go near the swamp even during the day. The situation was 
fast approaching a climax. 

The last day of November saw a decided fall in 
temperature while an east wind howled dismally 
through the evergreens just back of the camp. In 
the morning nearly a foot of snow lay upon the 
ground while ice several inches thick covered the 
still waters of the swamp. Winter had come and 
Le Mort was close gripped in its icy embrace. 

The evening of the first of December was cold with 
a full moon brightening the outside world. Inside 
the lumberjacks were gathered about the great stove 
glowing red in spots while stories and rude jests 
were going the rounds. A silence fell as out upon 
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the border of the swamp the weird cry quavered forth again. 
Jean LaCrossette flung wide the door, letting in a flood of 
cold air. The white snow glistened in the moonlight while the 
sombre shadows seemed black by contrast. From out over 
Le Mort arose a rasping screech and then silence. Once again 
it came while those inside shivered with cold and. something 
more. The door was slammed to and fastened while the 
men, silent with fear, sought their bunks and blankets. 


ARLY the next morning Bud was awakened by the 

sound of high-pitched voices. Black Pierre had just 
entered, and with wide eyes and extravagant gesture was 
declaiming to an excited group. 

“An when I came to ze road through ze swamp,” he was 
saying, “I found a track so beeg like zat,” and he extended his 
hands to indicate a monstrous size for a foot. “It had ze 
great claw each like my whole hand and zere was blood. 
I follow a leetle way and stop and zen I go some more.’ 

He paused dramatically. 

“When I come to zat island all 
cover wit spruce I t’ink T see some- 
ting move up in top. Zen I look 
again and zere sticking. through the 
branches was a beeg head wit great 
eyes that blaze and smoke come out 
of its nose and he say all growly like: 
Gr-r-r you go back. I get you, tear 
you up and eat you. Zen I see his 
body on other side of tree clear 
down to ze feet and they were the 
same zat mak ze beeg track. Zen 
I run—run—run—’till I get here 
and tell you.” 

“Guess you’d been drinking some 
St. John’s lightenin’, an’ seein’ 
things, Pierre,” bantered the fore- 
man but the jest fell flat. The men 
stood as though stunned. 

In a half,hour affairs had resumed 
a normal appearance at least out- 
wardly but after breakfast eight of 
the men disappeared. When La- 
Crossette inquired about them, the 
cook sniffed disdainfully. 

“Seen ’em pack up and leg it 
down the road toward Caribou like 
’s if the Loup Garou was after ’em. 
They’re goin’ t’ have bad weather, 
too,” he finished glancing up at the 
sky. 

A bank of clouds had come up out 
of the west and a biting wind moaned 
through the pines. In a few minutes 
the weather had thickened and snow 
began to fall. Bud made haste to 
get out. He wished to examine the 
tracks before they should become 
covered. 

Already a little group of men were 
gathered about as he approached the 
mysterious trail. They were 
bunched close together and con- 
versing in low tones and whispers 
as they gazed wonderingly with fear 
widened eyes at something before 





part the tangled thickets and keeping to the more cleared 
spaces. 

Here the men became even more timid and followed hesi- 
tatingly. For a quarter mile this continued while the snow in 
thickening eddies swirled downward, covering fast the trail 
they were following. They came to a stop before a break 
smashed through a fringe of smaller growth by a tree recently 
fallen. Beyond was a winding water course. Through this 
gap the strange trail led, crossed the stream and climbed the 
opposite bank. A murmur of awe came from the lumber jacks 
as they gazed at the gap. 

“See,” gasped Jacques, “it tear away ze great tree.” 

“Why, that’s only a windfall,” argued Bud. 

“Zair ees ze claw marks,” retorted Jacques, pointing to a 
place where the bark had been knocked off possibly in it 
fall. 

Before Bud could reply, there was a crash in the evergreen 
thicket on the other bank. ‘Two or three of the smaller trees 
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withstanding his arguments another small party started out 
through the storm for Caribou. After trying in vain to dis- 
suade them he prevailed upon one to carry out a message to his 
friend, Conny Lewis of the Dominion Police. 

Bud spent hours in the next few days trying to puzzle out 
the mystery. That there was anything supernatural about it, 
he did not credit for an instant. He was not superstitious by 
nature. But, that it would be impossible to keep the French 
Canadian lumber jacks on the job during the winter was 
equally evident, and as the war had made it impossible to secure 
any other kind the seriousness of the situation impressed itself 
upon him forcibly. Something must be done, and that quickly 
or they would not only lose the rich holding but would also sink 
all the money they had put into it. He had ranged the swamp, 
when it was possible for him to do so, but without success. 
No more tracks had been made and the cries had ceased. The 
eight remaining lumbermen were nervous and excited and it 
would need but one more visitation to start them off to Caribou 
after their companions. It was 
hopeless also to expect to bring 
more in until the mystery was 
cleared up. 

To give himself greater freedom of 
movement especially at night, he 
had changed his sleeping quarters 
to the smaller shack used for storage 
purposes. Here he could keep his 
eye upon the camp or steal away to 
the swamp unobserved. He had 
improved the opportunity by slip- 
ping away for two evenings and 
sitting with a 30-30 rifle across his 
knees for hours behind a cover of 
young pines, watching the trail 
through the swamp. But nothing 
had occurred. At midnight he had 
returned; for none of the suspicious 
happenings had taken place after 
that hour. He was certain that no 
one in camp suspected his activities, 
not even Jean LaCrossette. 


S° on the fourth evening after the 
tracks had been made he was 
again sitting in his accustomed place. 
The sky was overcast and the biting 
air had in it a promise of snow. He 
shivered and drew closer the collar 
of his mackinaw, while the wind 
moaned through the pines on the 
ridge behind him. The sinister as- 
pect of the great swamp seemed to 
have entered his soul and he was 
depressed as well as tired. He 
glanced again through the gloomy 
shadows which almost obscured the 
swamp trail. Nearly two feet of 
snow was upon the ground+the last 
six inches, fallen earlier in the even- 
ing, lay practically untrodden. 

“Gee,” he grumbled under his 
breath. “I'd rather see a_ half 
dozen Loup Garous than sit out here 
and shiver.” 

Hardly had the thought passed 











them in the snow. 

It was the great track. More 
than a yard long by half as wide, 
with great sharp points where giant claws had extended still 
further, it was indeed an awesome thing. More than ten 
feet beyond was the next and the rest continued until lost 
to sight up the swamp trail. 

Bud approached more closely to examine it. 

“Non, non, no touch,” admonished Jacques Radisson. 
“You die eef you cross eet. Red Louis, he did down on the 
Mistassini last winter.” 

“You cowards make me sick,’”’ exploded Bud in disgust 
as he scraped away the thin layer of snow in the bottom 
of the depression to examine it more closely. There were 
traces of red at the points of the claws from which Pierre 
had evidently taken his tale of blood, but beyond that he 
could find nothing really enlightening. More than an inch 
of snow had already fallen, making detailed inspection out 
of the question. 

In the blinding storm which had now set in, he started along 
the strange trail followed at a little distance by the others. 
They were a silent party for Bud was too grimly in earnest to 
speak and the rest were awed into silence. It was evident that 
any sudden startling incident would send them all scampering 
back in panic. ; 

The great tracks continued rather widely placed and each 
more than a dozen feet apart, indicating that some creature of 
tremendous size had made them. Sometimes midway between 
the great prints was a sharp impression, but this was so filled 
with snow that he could make nothing of it. Occasionally the 
great tracks floundered as though the creature making them 
had stumbled. Finally they turned off into the swamp and 
wound away into its gloomy depths, avoiding for the most 
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“You cowards make me sick,” exploded Bud 


shook, dropping from their thick branches the accumulatea 
load of powdered snow which swirled outward and upward in a 
drifting curtain of indefinite shape. 

For one horrified moment the little group of lumber jacks 
stood in open-mouthed astonishment. Then with shrill yells 
of terror, they turned and tore madly up the back trail. The 
crashing on the other bank gontinued but seemed to Bud to 
recede rapidly and finally died away in the distance. 

The young man stood nonplussed. He was somewhat 
shaken himself but not fear stricken as were his companions. 
After a few minutes ef careful scrutiny, he pushed guardedly 
across the snow-covered ice and up the opposite bank to in- 
vestigate. 

Breaking through the first fringe of bushes he caught his 
breath in a gasp. Then slowly his face relaxed into a grin. A 
few feet beyond and bearing directly away through the thickets 
were the fresh tracks of a running moose. It had evidently 
taken refuge from the storm in the dense evergreen cover and 
had been startled by the appearance.of men so near its shelter. 

But that did not explain the trail he had been following. 
Bud hastily picked it up and followed on doggedly for more 
than half a mile. The snow now came down so fast that the 
thickets a hundred feet away were almost blotted from sight. 
The tracks also were all but covered. 

Suddenly the fear of being lost in the great swamp smote 
him. He turned instantly to follow his back trail. In less 
than a mile this likewise was covered, but after two hours of 
wandering he found his way back to camp. He had already 
been assigned to a picturesque fate by his companions and his 
return eased somewhat but did not still their fears. Not- 





when somewhere between him and 
the camp a wild, shrill cry quavered 
out upon the air. 

In an instant the chill left his blood. His heart raced with 
excitement. Drawing his hand out of his glove he released the 
safety catch upon his rifle and leaned forward trying to pierce 
the dense gloom before him. Twice more the cry came, in- 
creasing in hoarseness until it finally died away in a menacing 
rasp. Then all was silent and he waited several minutes for 
further developments. 

He was just about to start back in the direction from which 
the cries had come when he became aware that something was 
approaching along the trail. Again his fingers tingled with 
increased circulation as he sank more closely into the shadows. 

Another minute passed. The deep gloom beneath the rows 
of trees obscured his vision but something was out there. It 
was still more than a hundred yards away and he could hear as 
well as catch occasional glimpses of its movements. 

Slowly it approached. The shape was as yet vague but its 
motion was jerky and the progress painfully slow. Bud 
fumed with impatience. His nervousness increased and just a 
tremor of superstitious awe crept over him as one movement 
more clumsy. than the others shook the top of a small birch 
only a hundred feet distant. 

Not until it was in the trail directly opposite him and only 
thirty feet away could he distinguish it clearly. Then a look 
of blank wonder, a grin of delight and a frown chased each 
other across his features in rapid succession. 

It was a man of rather small stature. Upon his feet he wore 
great flat slabs of irregular shape somewhat resembling snow- 
shoes. But his method of locomotion was what interested Bud 
most. With a stout pole he was vaulting forward, first upon 

(Concluded on page 55 
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Chance for a Good Turn 

1. Where can I get Yuca wood and how much will 
it cost? 

2. In the fire-by-friction, after the tinder has burst 
into a blaze are you required to build up a regular fire, 
or are you allowed to pass without building one?— 
FRANK H. BrRumBy. 

1. I know of no place where it is for sale. If any scout 
wants to help Scout Brumby out, note that his address is 
616 Gregory Way, Bremerton, Wash. 

2. Blaze counts. 

Noggins 

LEASE tell me what a “noggin” is. I notice this appears 

in your American Boys Handybook.—Joun L. GREEN. 

A drinking cup hollowed out of a burl sawed out of a tree. 
A burl is one of those lumps, knots, or bunions you sometimes 
see growing on the side of a tree. 


A Nature Enthusiast 


. Has he written any books since ‘‘ Woodland Tales?” 

3. In his “Life Histories of Northern Animals” does he 
deal with any of the animals that inhabit the Central States? 

4. Where can I procure information upon the requirements 
of becoming a Yellowstone Park Ranger? 

5. Are there any other government positions in which one 
could receive even more valuable experience'in Natural History? 

6. What would be your advice to a boy of fifteen who has 
studied Natural History to some extent and who wishes to 
become a naturalist? —TayLor MAXEY. 

1. Greenwich, Conn. 

2. Write and ask him. 

3- Yes. 

4. Write to Horace Albright, Superin- 
tendent of Yellowstone National Park, Yel- 


t. What is the address of Ernest Thompson Seton? 


econ aniane WAM AMGEN 








6. Take a notebook and make drawings of everything you 


see with notes about them. Then identify them by books and 
then write their Latin names and common names under the 
sketches. Visit museums and make friends with curators. 
Any naturalist will help you with advice. They are all good 
fellows. DON’T COLLECT BIRDS’ EGGS. 


Cheers for Archers 


UR scoutmaster tells us that you are trying to spread 

Archery more extensively among the scouts. My patrol 
will be more than willing to answer any of the inquiries con- 
cerning the various phases of Archery. 

Also, Chief, I would like to know what encouragement you 
could offer to some of the fellows who would like to help some 
‘“‘unlearned”’ scout by making his equipment for him and at 
the same time earn a little pocket money.—JERRY Russom, 
Patrol Leader. 

The encouragement I offer is that of the merit badge in 
Archery, and my personal congratulations to your troop for 
their efficiency in the ancient art. Of course I will, and do 
here take pleasure in directing the boys to write to you when 
they want archery outfits. Other scouts note the address, 
115 Riverside, Fort Collins, Colo 


Interpreting in English 


1. I am a native of Norway, but came here when I was 





. Every letter must carry the name and address of the writer. 
. One question only, or a group of questions on a single subject, may be asked in each letter. 


1 
2 
low Stone Park. ' 3. Questions which require more than 75 words for reply must be ignored. 


5. I consider that this is the best because 
it is outdoors, and because Mr. Albright is a 
mighty fine man with whom to work. = 


un 


- Questions which have been answered repeatedly will be ignored. — y 
. Questions must have some relation directly or indirectly to scouting activities and the interests 
of scouts, though any reader of the magazine, scout or not, may use the department. 
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twelve, and can speak and write both languages. Am 
I qualified for the merit badge in interpreting, and if so, 
in which language, English or Norwegian, shall I pass it? 

2. Have you any suggestions for a scout troop in 
town where the Four Square Program has the support 
of the main population? 

3. Can I send merit-badge applications to Chicago or San 
Francisco, or do I have to send them to New York?—Ray 
WINTHER. 

1. Take it in English, translating into Norwegian. 

2. Just keep up your Scouting. Be such good scouts 
that the population must respect you and what you stand 
for. 

3. Your scoutmaster will write to National Headquarters 
for the merit-badge applications, since your troop is not under 
council. 


Killing Caterpillars 


1. I have a lot of caterpillars on my trees in the yard; how 
is the best way to kill them? 

2. Does a bird’s nest have to be out all winter and get 
seasoned before a bird will nest in itp—W. M. 

1. Spray the trees with insect poison and it will kill the 
caterpillars. 


2. No. 
The Patrol Flag 


HERE can I buy a patrol flag with our patrol animal, 

tne Black Bear, and the initials L.S. A.—Epwarp DILLon. 

Supply Department, B. S. A., 200 Fifth Avenue, New 
York City. 25c for the flag and toc for each letter. 


Too Long for This Column 

t. Will you tell me how to make a canoe 
large enough for three riders?p—DoyLE WAVE. 

For information regarding the building of 
a canoe, see Boating and Boatbuilding, pub- 
lished by Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York 
City, and various back numbers of Boys’ 
LIFE. 
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How to 


HERE are two possible ways of adding a tube to a 

crystal set-—both just about as simple as the A, B, C’s. 
Logic demonstrates how this is to be done. One method 
is by substituting a detector tube for the crystal detector. 
This is the cheaper system. The second possibility is to add 
one stage of audio-frequency amplification to the output of 
your crystal set. I prefer this latter method, though it is 
slightly more expensive. 

Figure 1 is the diagram of a simple crystal set. All crystal 
receivers may not be connected according to this exact 
diagram, but in all cases there will be the four connections 
indicated as A, B, C and D. 

A and B are the binding posts to which the telephone 
receivers are connected. C and D are the terminals of the 
crystal detector—the places where the wires connect to it— 
or, more simply, the part holding the crystal and the part 
holding the catwhisker. Having these four terminals or posts 
we can add a tube in either of the two suggested methods 
regardless of the remainder of the circuit or make of set. 
Examine your set and locate these A, B, C and D terminals, 
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because we shall return to them several times in the course of 
this article. 
The Necessary Parts 
The parts required for method number one—the substitu- 
tion of tube detector for crystal detector—are as follows with 
their approximate prices: 


~ 
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One type 99 tube (UV 199 or C299) 
One 22.5 volt “‘B” battery 

One bypass condenser .0025 mfd 
One 30-ohm rheostat . 

One socket for a type og tube 

Three dry cells at 35¢ 

Combination grid condenser and leak 
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Total $5.80 


The socket, rheostat, grid condenser and leak and bypass 


Crystal Set 


condenser can probably be purchased in your neighborhood 
5, 10 and 25 cent store. 

The socket and rheostat can be mounted on a separate 
baseboard or, if there is room in your crystal receiver, as there 
probably will be, they can be arranged alongside of the original 
parts. Figure 2 ‘shows how this was done with the simple 
crystal set described in Boys’ Lire for September. 

Examine the new parts. You will find that the rheostat has 
two terminals or binding posts. The socket has four marked 
P.G, F and F. The “B” battery will probably have only two 
posts, marked plus and minus, and each dry cell will have 
similar terminals, one on the side and one in the center. The 
grid condenser and leak and bypass condenser will each have 
two terminals. These parts must be connected up exactly as 
described in the diagram, Figure 3. 

The three dry cells are connected in series—that is, the 
center post (positive) of one cell to the side post (negative) 
of the next cell and so on. This connection is shown in 
Figure 3 and forms the “A” battery. Two terminals will 
remain, a side terminal (negative) and a middle terminal 
(positive), which are wired to the tube through the rheostat, 
as follows: The negative terminal goes to the rheostat (R in 

(Continued on page 64) 
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‘of aa radio reception. Pat 
| Quality of tone—New Radiotrons and new 








mean ion of tone never before 2 


Volame: of tone—The new Radiottons make pone trémen- 
dously greater volume of tone. = 





» Selectivity—The Super-Heterodyne: is Psa. to be. Ss scese 


selective set on the market, and this selectivity 4 been carried 
to an even greater degree of exactness. 


Range—Power amplification has ia improved distance re- 
ception. 


Simplicity —The new uni-control system at ‘ast brings single 


control operation to complete, practical success. And some of - 


the new Radiolas Can be operated entirely on the house current 
without batteries—a final step in a series of achievements that put 
radio today many strides ahead. 


A-Radiola 


BY THE MAKERS. OF RADIOTRONS 















Radiola 20, an entirely new Gincitic 
tuned radio i eae set, with ‘a- 
ee the new dry bat- 
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Radiola III, a two-tube set of antenna 
type. Over 200,000 already in use! A dis- 
tance-getter with the headphones. With- 
out accessories 648i 2 orate $15 


With 2 Radiotrons and headpiiones. . 
‘($24.50 


Radiola III-a, a four-tube Radiol that 
is known from coast to coast. 
Without accessories are ok ate $35 


$49.50 
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/ Wings of Speed 


By Raoul Fauconnier Whitfield 


eal HE propellers of the five 

airplanes spun lazily in the 

afternoon sun, the motors 

humming a low song for the 

great crowd gathered about 

the field. Five white-winged 
birds anxious to be off—anxious to 
take the air and cleave their way 
around the four towers, each four 
miles apart! Five birds whose 
crews were even now tuning the 
ships for the race, making them 
ready for the two-hundred-and- 
fifty-six-mile battle over the Brigh- 
ton Air Course. 

Four towers, painted black, stabbing 
their steel two hundred feet into the sky, 
were to be the markers of the course, and 
each one of the towers would have to be 
passed sixteen times by each airplane. 
Forty thousand persons, many of them 
with field-glasses, were scattered below the 
course, ready to cheer the ships, watching 
for the winner—the plane whose wings 
would cross the imaginary line between 
the black and the red tower first. 

“Sounds great, eh, Duke?” Rodney 
Lane grinned at his fréchanician as they 
stood listening beside the motor of the 
American entry. 

“Couldn’t sing better,” Duke Young 
replied. ‘But that English ship has me 
worried. ‘She has all of the appearances 
of speed—and then some.” 

The pilot chuckled. ‘‘Unless I miss 
my guess by a long way, all five of these 
planes are pretty well matched. I know 
the French and Canadian ships are right 
along with us—they’ll average a hundred 
and ninety. That Jap, Kyoti, has a plane 
I’m not sure about. But he’s a whale of a 
flyer himself.” 

The mechanician was pulling his 
helmet over his head. “‘It should be a 
close race,” he agreed grimly, ‘‘and I’m 
thinking that you’ve got to handle the 
stick and rudder with all the old stuff, 
Rod. 

The pilot nodded. ‘We'll have to fly,” 
he announced briefly, “‘but I guess we 
can give a fair account of ourselves. Hop 
in the back, Duke.”’ 

The mechanician climbed into the rear 
cock-pit of the plane, and commenced 
to adjust the telephone apparatus on his 
head. Rodney Lane posed again for a 
belated newspaper photographer, tugged 
at a few of the wires in the under-carriage, 
and climbed into the pilot’s seat. 

Five planes on the dead-line, headed 
into the wind for the take-off! Five 
ships representing five different countries, 
each desirous of winning the coveted 
gold and silver cup, emblem of air-speed 
supremacy ! 

Rodney Lane’s lips set in a firm line 
as he dropped into the cushioned seat. 
If it was within hu- 
man power he would 
bring the Liberty 12 
across the finish line 
first. If it was with- 
in human power! 





Illustrated by Bob Fink 


His hands moved the stick, rising between his knees, from 
side to side. He kicked the rudder control sharply with each 
foot, and then adjusted the helmet on his head, and the 
goggles over his eyes. The roar of the other ships’ motors 
had increased in tone; the start of the race was only a little 
more than five minutes distant. The pilot snapped the head- 
phones and mouthpiece, which gave him communication 
with the mechanician in the rear seat, into place. 

““Watch the two ships on your port when we get into the 
air,” he instructed Duke. “I'll keep an eye on the two on the 
starboard. We won’t get away wide open, so the chances are 
we'll be back of the jam at the first tower.” 

“Right.”” The mechanician’s voice came to Rod clearly 
through the receivers. ‘‘It was a tough break that gave us the 
center spot.” 

‘““Won’t make much difference after we get up in the air a 
bit,” the pilot replied. 


UT the point of the thing was, Rodney knew, that they 

could not get up in the air more than two hundred feet 
without having to come down for the towers. One of the rules 
of the race was that the pilots should round the towers below 
the level of their steel. And two hundred feet was not much 
altitude in which to maneuver a plane traveling almost two 
hundred miles an hour. 

The race would be a test of speed and pilots, and also of the 
planes’ motors. Army and Navy flyers of all countries had 
been barred from the event—it was the commercial plane 
organizations which had entered their pilots and ships. Elimi- 
nation races has been held in each country, and Rodney Lane, 
piloting the Liberty 12, built by the Ajax people, had survived 
the American field. Now it was an international matter. 

‘There goes the gent with the checkered flag!”” Duke called 
Rod’s attention- to a man who was slowly walking to the 
opposite end of the field, a bright, yellow-and-red flag—the 
starting flag—dangling in one hand. 

““We’ve got about three minutes,’’ Rod muttered to himself. 
He gave the throttle at his left a slight push forward, and the 
motor of the Liberty—twelve cylinders tuned and set to the 
second—roared into voice. The American entry strained at 
the blocks which had been placed beneath her wheels, the 
tail rose in the air. Then the pilot cut the throttle, the tail 
dropped back to earth and the motor diminished into a low, 
even humming. 

“Take the blocks away,’”’ Rod called to one of the crew 
standing a few feet from the huge plane, and his eyes went to 
the man with the checkered flag, who had stopped at the 
extreme edge of the field, and was holding the flag high above 
his head. 

‘“‘Watch the port side,”’ he cautioned Duke once more. His 
right hand tightened about the stick, his left went to the 
throttle on the inside of the fusilage cock-pit, on his left. 

With a flash of vivid color the starter dropped the checkered 
flag downward. Five planes roared into life! Five winged 
birds leaped forward, straining to get into the air! The sound 
of their engines drowned the cheers of the crowd gathered 
about the field; smoke from their exhausts shot behind them 
in long trails. The International Speed Race was on! 

Rod held the Liberty on the ground for at least fifty yards. 
Out of the corner of his eye he saw the English plane take the 
air. The Jap ship he could not see at all. When he pulled the 
stick back into his stomach, and the American plane rose from 
the ground, Duke’s voice came to him, calm and clear. 

“The French ship’s close—same altitude, same speed. 
She’s about twenty-five yards away. The Canadian’s climbed 
to about three hundred feet. She’s quite a bit behind. Plenty 
of room above and below, so far as I can see.” 

“Good!” Rod opened the throttle two notches. <A glance 
at the air-speed meter showed him that they were doing one 
hundred and eighty-seven miles an hour. The ground streaked 
below—trees, houses and people a mass of blurred color. The 
roar of the Liberty's motor was deafening, but the air was 
fairly quiet. 

The pilot glanced to the starboard. The English plane was a 
short distance ahead. Perhaps fifty yards. He twisted his 
head in a quick movement and caught a glimpse of the Jap 
plane about the same distance behind. 

‘“We’re in second place,’”’ Duke announced. 
have plenty of air for the first tower turn.” 

“Plenty,” agreed the pilot grimly, thinking of the fifty 
yards ir. which to maneuver. When three planes were doing 
close to two hundred, fifty yards was not much. The slightest 
slip, the least pressure on the stick or rudder, and a crash 
would result. 

The tower loomed before them. It was of skeleton steel, 
resembling the battleship masts. Almost before he could 
realize it the American plane was upon the stabbing marker. 


“And you 


It was a left turn, and Rod kicked left rudder sharply and 
shoved the stick far to the right. 


HE plane went over in an almost vertical left bank, wing 

to the ground, wing to the sky. The vibration was sharper, 
and the roar of the motor seemed louder as they flashed by the 
black structure of steel. But Rod heard a groan from the 
mechanician as he straightened :the plane out again, and 
headed for the next tower four miles away, and only dimly 
discernible in the sky. : 

“Too wide, Rod—too wide!” The pilot nodded his head, 
which was the only part of him that Duke could see from the 
rear cock-pit. There was no question about the turn. It had 
been made far too wide. The French ship had gained much 
air on them, and the Canadian, diving down to get below the 
level of the tower, had swung close to the steel and was now on 
even terms. 

The English plane, piloted by Herbert Ranesdale, ex-Cap- 
tain and ace in the World War, had gained a lead of a quarter 
mile. Only Kyoti, the Japanese pilot, was behind the Amer- 
ican plane. 

But the race had only commenced. Averaging three miles a 
minute, they would be in the air close to an hour and a half 
before the victor was decided. Eighty miles in thirty minutes 
or less! That was speed! 

Onward through the air the five planes roared. Onward 
toward the second of the towers marking the squared course. 
A road now streamed below, and Rodney glanced at the 
automobiles which they left behind as though they were stand- 
ing still. Machines that were probably doing forty or fifty 
miles an hour. 

“A hundred and ninety-one.” Duke was calling the figures 
he read on the air-speed meter in the rear cock-pit. 

“Right.” The pilot’s eyes were on the second tower, 
now streaking toward them. He could not afford to make a 
wide turn again. If anything, he would have to swing so close 
that the American ship would gain some of the lost air. 

But Duke’s voice cautioned him. All of the turns were to the 
port, to the left, and the Canadian was flying on even terms 
and on the inside. 

The tower flashed upon them. Black and menacing! Rod 
kicked left rudder, jerked the stick in the same direction. 
This time the American ship went into a vertical bank. Wing 
straight to the sky, wing straight to the earth! The pilot’s 
eyes strained to catch the wings of the Canadian. 

“Hold her!”” The mechanician’s voice snapped into Rod’s 
ears. “‘He dove below. Must have lost his nerve.” 

The black markers shot behind. Controls were again in 
neutral—the Liberty 12 was roaring toward the third tower, 
and this time she was in third place. Behind were the Cana- 
dian and Japanese planes. 

Roar of the exhausts, vibration of the plane, song of the 
wind flung with terrific force back into the pilots’ faces! Be- 
low were fields, unploughed but rough. A forced landing from 
so low an altitude, with the little chance afforded to pick a 
spot, would be a certain crash. 

““We’re a good third.”” Duke was peering behind. ‘The Jap 
and the Canadian are a quarter of a mile back, fighting it out 
about even. I can’t place the other two.” 

“‘Ranesdale’s a quarter mile ahead,” the pilot informed. 
“Le Fabre’s not far behind him. They’re not flying any faster 
—they gained the ground on that first turn.” 

“‘At this speed a wide turn means a big loss,”’ Duke stated 
grimly. “But that last one of yours was a dandy.” 


’ 


F | anh tower plunged into vision. Rod grinned and 
swung the plane slightly to the starboard. Once more— 
left rudder, left stick—a vertical bank. But this time they 
gained. The heads of the two men hung within ten feet of 
the massed steel as the American entry roared around it. 

Neutral controls, ship level—and again the clear stretch. 
Four miles away there were two towers, the one on the port 
side, the marker of the course, the one a quarter mile on the 
starboard, painted a brilliant red, representing the finish line. 
It was as if a tape were flung between the two—the black 
and the red. But more than fifteen laps must be accomplished 
before the finish line was crossed. 

““Great!’’ Duke uttered the one word enthusiastically. 
“That was a turn!” 

“T’ll swing out before we round them from now on,” Rod 
answered briefly. ‘‘How do things look behind?” 

“The Jap is on the Canadian’s tail. Looks as though he’s 
flying at a hundred and fifty feet or so. Lower than we are. 
We gained some on both of them.” 

“‘We gained some on the other two, also.”’” Rod became 
silent as the starting field swept below them. He got a glimpse 
of waving arms, of a large white strip of cloth shaped like a 
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figure two spread on the field, and then the fourth black tower 
was upon them.- 

They rounded the steel at a speed of one hundred and 
ninety-two miles an hour, but the turn was only fair. The 
wind crossed them at this turn, and even though Rod got 
the Liberty into a vertical bank as swiftly as his hands and 
feet could move the controls, they skidded. 

But the English plane had evidently fared badly at the 
turn, too. Le Fabre had the rebuilt Nieuport up close to the 
leader, and the American ship was a good third. 

‘Second lap!”’ Duke yelled loudly into the phone. ‘“ Every- 
thing’s pretty.” 

Fields below them. Green fields, and a low hill, upon which 
had been laid a 
strip of white 
cloth pointing 
toward the first 
tower, asa help to 
the racing pilots. 
The air was 
bumpy along this 
stretch, and Rod 
found himself 
kept busy ma- 
nipulating the 
stick and rudder. 

Duke noticed 
the action of the p 
controls from his 
double set in the 
rear cock-pit. 
“Air’s sort of 
rough,” he re- 
marked. 

“VYou’re kid- 
ding me,” Rod re- 
plied. But he was 
too busy to joke 
about things. 
His goggles were 
commencing to 
cloud from the 
oil. And _ then, 
hardly had he 
raised a gaunt- 
letted hand to 
wipe them off— 
when the next 
tower was shoot- 
ing toward 
them. 

“One hundred 
and ninety.”’ 
Duke called the 
speed cheerfully, 
as Rod straight- 
ened the ship out from the bank. 
there.” 

Rod grinned. ‘‘We’ve got to do more than hold our own 
in order to win this race, Duke. These boys can fly!” 

“So can we,” the mechanician muttered, grinning to him- 
self. ‘“‘I know because I’ve been there!”’ 

On the fifth lap, at the third tower, the first accident of 
the race occurred. The Englishman had been fighting 
it out at each turn with the Frenchman, and Rod was gaining 
slowly but steadily. When the three planes approached the 
third tower, on the fifth lap, they were close. Le Fabre was 
on the inside and the Englishman on the outside, twenty 
yards or so in the lead. The American plane was fifty yards 
behind Ranesdale. 

All three ships were much too close for the speed at which 
they were winging their way through the atmosphere. Rod, 
anxious as he was to get into the lead, and attempt to hold it, 
swung the Liberty 12 out as he approached the tower. 

The two leaders roared on, neither giving air-way to the 
other. The whole thing happened so quickly that the Amer- 
ican pilot and mechanician only got glimpses of the action. 

Le Fabre banked too soon, saw how close he was to the 
tower, and leveled off again. Ranesdale had gone into a 
bank, and evidently lost sight of the French ship, slightly to 
his rear, for a second. 


‘““And we held our own 


OD, his eyes on the tail of the English ship, saw the plane 

dive suddenly, shoot off at a crazy angle to the outside of 

the tower, and then level off close to the ground. Duke yelled 

wildly into the phone, but his words were not distinguishable. 

The American pilot put the plane over in a bank, but in- 
stantly straightened it out. 

The Frenchman had crashed into the tower! 

His plane, splintered and ripped from wing to wing, was 
slowly dropping to earth beside the tall mass of black steel! 
A red flame shot from the gasoline tank as Rod got control of 
himself and banked the Liberty 12 back toward the course. 
He had swung more than a quarter of a mile on the outside of 
the structure! 

“Steady Rod, steady!” Duke’s voice came to him now. 
The mechanician evidently thought that he had lost his 
herve at sight of the crash. 


1925 


‘““What’s behind?” the pilot asked quickly. 

“The Canadian’s a hundred yards or so back,” Duke re- 
plied, after a brief silence. ‘The Jap’s about two hundred 
yards behind him.” 

‘All right.”” Rod peered ahead as he pulled the stick 
slowly back toward his stomach and got the Liberty 12 in a 
slight climbing angle. The English ship was not more than 
three hundred yards in the lead, and the American pilot 
opened up the throttle another notch. 

“Rotten luck for Le Fabre. He’s done.” Duke spoke in a 
grim tone of voice. 

“Maybe not,” Rod replied. ‘‘He was only traveling a 
hundred and ninety when he hit.” 


3] 


“‘Kyoti can fly,” Rod replied. ‘If he doesn’t finish one-two- 
three in this race I’ll eat my goggles.” 

“He should, if his plane holds out,’’ Duke agreed. “He’s 
been flying around these towers in practice-banking for the 
last two weeks—ever since they were erected.” 

“How far back is he now?”’ the pilot asked. 

“About even with Dallenger—that’s the Canadian’s name, 
isn’t it?” 

‘**Speed’ Dallenger, they call him,”’ Rod answered. 
sing out if that Jap gets too near. I may have to cut the 
corners a little closer. There’s only one more notch on the 
throttle—and I’m saving that speed in case we need it.” 

The motor of the Liberty 12 was roaring in fine voice. The 

earth streaked 


“You 








‘Sounds great, eh, Duke?” Rodney Lane grinned at his mechanic 


‘*You’ve got a wonderful sense of humor,” the mechanician 
shot back, ‘‘ but he might not have been killed at that.” 

Rod’s hand was trembling on the stick, and he fought 
desperately for control. The accident had unnerved him, there 
was no question about that. A crash at that speed into solid 
steel—and then that red bit of flame! Burning up as you fell 
toward the earth in a twisted wreck of wires and struts! 


E SHOOK his head from side to side, as if to rid himself of 

the vision in his eyes. Another of the towers was already 

sweeping toward the plane. Another of the turns was at hand. 

““What’s the trouble?” Duke had seen him move his 
head from side to side. 

“Nothing,” the pilot answered. The mass of steel swept 
toward them. A bank, vertical and sickening—the plane 
revolving about the tower as though it were fixed on a piece 
of string. Level again, level and streaking into the first 
stretch of the sixth lap. 

But the turn had not been a good one; they had swung out 
too far. Ranesdale had not made a much better one, but he 
had gained some air on the American ship. 

“‘One hundred and ninety-three.”” Duke sang out cheer- 
fully through the phone. 

“‘Best yet,” the pilot replied, checking the mechanician by 
a quick glance at his own air-speed meter. ‘And the wind’s 
on our nose in this stretch.” 

“We'll do two hundred before we finish,’ Duke called, a 
few seconds later. 

“It begins to look as though we might have to fly that fast,” 
Rod returned, his eyes on the English plane. ‘“‘He’s flying a 
nice race, that Ranesdale, and unless his motor goes bad we'll 
have to be right on his tail in order to get a crack at the cup.” 

The hill with its arrow of white was beneath them. Another 
of the towers, the first of the sixth lap, was hurtling to meet the 
American plane. And even as Rod banked the ship over for 
the turn, he thought of the sight his eyes would not be able to 
avoid as they passed the third structure. 

But he got the Liberty r2 around in good shape, and held his 
distance behind Ranesdale. More than ten laps to go! Al- 
ready he was beginning to feel the terrific nervous strain. 

“The Jap’s coming up on the Canadian,’”’ Duke announced. 
“He gained a lot on that last tower turn.” 


behind in a blur 
of green, brown 
and black. Per- 
sons staring up 
at the racers were 
little dots, made 
so, not by the 
altitude, but by 
the speed. The 
second of the 
towers flashed 
into sight, dis- 
tinguished itself 
for a moment, as 
they banked 
around it, and 
then vanished 
behind. 

“Only _ fair, 
Rod—only fair.” 
Duke spoke in a 
low voice. He 
knew that the 
pilot could not 
see how much the 
Jap had gained 
on the last turn. 
And the Cana- 
dian, too. But 
Kyoti was the 
one Duke Young 
feared now— 
Kyoti and the 
Englishman. 


, ws Rodney 
Lane, his 
hands gripping 
tightly the yel- 
low stick which 


ian rose between his 


knees, his feet 
pressed tightly against the rudder control, knew that the 
thought of the wreck at the base of the next tower was the 
thing that had caused him to slip at the turn. 

“The Jap is still gaining,” Duke muttered, after a short 
silence. ‘‘He made a nice swing that last time.” 

“‘How far back is he?” the pilot asked. 

‘About a hundred yards,” the mechanician replied shortly, 
and Rod started at the distance. A hundred yards! That was 
practically nothing in this race. Practically nothing. 

“And the Canadian?” He spoke grimly. 

“Two hundred or so,” Duke answered. ‘‘He made a bad 
turn.” 

Level fields were below them now; at intervals a house 
flashed by. It did not seem possible that they were covering 
four miles between each one of the sky-stabbing steel markers. 
Four miles in less than a minute and a half! Speed—speed 
for the International Cup! Speed for world supremacy in the 
air! 

And then the third tower, the fatal third tower, loomed into 
sight. And Duke seemed to sense the fact that Rodney hated 
the ordeal of taking the ship around this marker—the skeleton 
of the Frenchman’s plane at its base. 

“Take it easy, Rod old boy,” he bawled into the phone. 
“Swing out a bit first, and we won’t have as stiff a turn. 
Lot’s of air behind.” 

“Too much in front,” the pilot muttered. One glance at the 
base of the tower was enough. A crowd had gathered about 
the wreck of the French plane; smoke twisted up in the still 
air. There was little chance that Le Fabre had gotten out 
alive. 

Rod swung the ship to the starboard. He was trembling 
again, and he banked too soon. Leveling off, he felt a brief 
panic seize him, but fought it down. Again he got the plane 
into a bank. But it was an effort for him to pull her over 
steeply. They skidded, and when he finally got her on the 
course and leveled off again, the Jap plane had her nose even 
with the Liberty. 

“Tough luck, Rod—but you'll be all right on the next lap. 
That first one was a hard pull... The Canadian lost a lot of air. 
He’s a bad last. Almost a half mile back.” 

Rodney swore beneath his breath. ‘‘That’s no consolation,” 
he muttered. ‘‘The Jap’s up here with us.” 
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‘‘What did Ranesdale do?” the mechanician asked. 

“Gained.” Rod replied glumly. ‘‘Gained—but not much. 
I tell you this Jap worries me more than Ranesdale. He’s 
flying some race!” 

“He’s got to,” Duke returned evenly, “in order to lick us!” 

The Canadian plane dropped to the field when she finished 
her eleventh lap. It looked as though motor trouble had 
caused it, though Duke was inclined to blame the wreck of 
the Frenchman’s ship. 


Kyoti had dropped back to third position—a close third, ~-not give ground. 


too close to suit Rod. The Amer- 





ican pilot knew that the Jap had 
dropped back because he wanted to. 
He refused the strain of flying wing 
to wing with the American pilot, but 
he clung right on the Liberty’s tail. 


HREE planes in the race! And 

they were flying to a battling 
finish. Every turn at a_ tower 
counted for much now, every foot 
of air counted. 

“Feel all right?” 
ician’s voice sounded far away to 
Rodney. He was weakening under 
the strain. Each time that he flew 
the American plane around the 
third tower in the course his eyes 
went to the wreck at its base. No 
matter how hard he tried, it was 
impossible to keep from glancing at 
the remains of the Frenchman’s ship. 

“T feel pretty good,” he replied, 

but he knew that Duke was aware 
of the fact that he was feeling the 
strain. 
' They roared toward the first 
tower of the thirteenth lap, and the 
mechanician attempted to cheer the 
pilot with a joke. 

“The lucky thirteenth,” he 
shouted through the phone, “here’s 
where we pass the Englishman and 
take the lead.” 

And Rod grinned to himself. 
He felt a bit better, at that. Only 
three more laps to go! Only three 
more times would he be forced to 
make vertical banks over the wreck 
of Le Fabre’s plane. 

But it was just as hard on the two 
other pilots as it was on himself, 
he knew. Ranesdale had been a 
friend of the French flyer. Had 
come over from the Continent on 
the same boat with him. He, too, 
must be under a terrible strain. 

Mechanically the American pilot 
kicked the rudder, jerked over the 
stick. They rounded the tower 
nicely, and Rod decided that now 
was the time he should make his bid 
for the lead. 

“I’m giving her the last notch,” 
he called through the phone mouth- 
“We'll fight them out to the 


The mechan- 





piece. 
finish now!” 

“Fine!’’ There was a note of 
excitement in Duke’s voice. ‘“Let’s 


go, old timer!”’ 

They gained slowly on the English 
plane, but the mechanician reported 
that Kyoti was hanging close on their 
tail. As they rounded the third 
tower of the lap Rod forced his eyes 
from the ground, banked over 
sharply and made a fine turn. 

The roar of the motor was deafening in the pilot’s ears. It 
was difficult now to hear Duke’s voice, and he was forced to 
ask the mechanician to yell into the phone. 

““My ears are going back on me,” he bawled back to Duke, 
as the Liberty 12 swept into the fourteenth lap. 

“Never mind your ears—as long as the old eyes hold out 
we’re all right,”’ the man in the rear cock-pit returned. 

The American plane was vibrating severely, and even as 
Rod glanced at the air-speed meter, he heard Duke’s voice 
faintly. 

“One hundred and ninety-eight!” the mechanician called. 
“‘That’s the best yet. And we’re gaining a little on the Jap.” 

On the three ships roared. Towers flashed and vanished- 
Houses, fields, roads streaked behind. Time and time again 
the American pilot was forced to wipe the oil from his goggles. 

As they sped over the landing field he saw a huge strip of 
white cloth spread in a figure fifteen. Two laps to go! Two 
laps—and they were still in second place! 

“Cut in at the towers,” Duke was begging. 
turns as tight as you can, old man.” 

They banked around the first tower of the fifteenth lap, and 


“Make the 


the mechanician uttered a cry of exaltation as Rod swung the 
plane to the inside of the English plane. Ranesdale had made 
a bad turn, and the two ships roared down the stretch toward 
the second tower nose to nose. 

““Now we're flying him!’ Duke shouted. 
here, Rod.” 

But the American pilot knew that unless he could get the 
ship ahead of Ranesdale before they reached the second tower 
The Englishman would 


“Hold her up 


there would be danger of a crash. 


He had showed that once before, and Le 
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he knew that the mechanician must be screaming into the 
phone mouthpiece. 

Rod wanted to ask what had happened—where the English 
plane was, but his voice had failed him. 

“‘Ranesdale nearly smashed us,” he heard the mechanician 
explaining. “He only missed us by feet. Lost control while he 
was banking. He went down in a spin but got out of it just 
off the ground.” 

They were approaching the third tower. Already Rod could 


— see the outline of the wreck at its base. He tried to get a grip on 


himself, but found it a difficult task. 
“The Jap’s about fifty yards 














As the starboard wing tipped in a line to the sky, he heard Rod’s agonized shout in his ears 


Fabre, who had been flying on the inside, had crashed to 
earth. 

“A hundred and ninety-nine.”” Duke’s voice came to Rod 
as though from some great distance. His eyes were staring 
wildly, straining to pick up the exact, short airline to the mass 
of steel approaching. Lips, caked with oil, tried to shout into 
the phone, but failed. His hand gripped the stick firmly. 

On they roared—the two leaders, with the Jap right on their 
tails. And then the black tower was upon them. 

One glance showed Rod that there was but ten or twelve 
feet of air between the wings of the two planes. Over he flung 
the Liberty r2—over in a stiff, vertical bank. And as the star- 
board wing tipped in a line to the sky, he heard Duke’s agon- 
ized shout in his ears. 

““Down—nose her down, Rod!”’ 

Working desperately, he got the controls in neutral and 
shoved the stick forward. The Liberty plunged downward, 
but he pulled her level almost immediately. Eyes straining 
through the goggles, he saw that they were on the course, 
not more than fifty feet above the ground. 

“Steady!” 


, “Down, nose her down!” 


Once again Duke’s voice reached him, though, 


+4 back,”’ Duke was shouting. ‘“ Ranes- 
dale’s coming along about a mile 
behind. He got out of the spin 
headed the wrong way, I guess. 
Looks as though he’s done.” 

Again the bank—wing to sky, 
wing to ground. It seemed to Rod 
as though he were flying the Liberty 
mechanically. His goggles were 
clouded with oil almost continu- 
ally now, every minute or so he was 
forced to wipe them off. 

““There’s only the two of us now,” 
the mechanician was encouraging. 
“Keep the old girl up ahead, old 
man.” ; 

The two planes swept toward the 
fourth tower—and the beginning of 
the last lap. The last lap! Rod 
wondered if he could stand the strain 
long enough to stick it out. Duke 
could fly the plane, but he could 
never handle it at the towers. 

“The Jap’s gaining. Are we wide 
open?” 

“Wide open,” the pilot shouted 
back through the phone, but he was 
not sure that Duke could hear him 
He could not hear the sound of his 
own voice. Only the effort, and the 
fact that his lips parted seemed 
to tell him that he had spoken. 

The motor sounded in his ears 
like one continuous roar. He would 
never be able to distinguish the 
sound, if it went suddenly bad. 
But his eyes would tell. His eyes 
and hand, and the feet on the rudder 
stick, were keeping the Liberty 12 
in}the race. 

The starting field streamed below 
them, and Rod picked up the word 
“LAST” formed in white cloth 
strips. They tilted around the first 
of the towers in the final lap, and the 
pilot leveled the ship off for the 
four-mile stretch to the second 
marker. 

“Two hundred and one!” Duke 
shouted, his voice sounding weaker 
than ever before. ‘Hold her nose 
up, Rod.” 

The glass on the dial-board showed 
the American pilot that they were 
flying level. The chances were, he 
realized, that the wind had shifted, 
and that they were benefiting to the 
extent of a few miles an hour, because 
it was on their tail. 








T THE second tower he banked 

too late, and the ship made a 

wide turn. When Rod glanced to the 

port side he saw the nose of the 

Japanese entry even with his seat 

in the front cock-pit! Only oné more bank was to be made— 
and upon it would hang the chances of victory. 

“‘He’s up even,”’ Duke half sobbed into the phone. “Don’t 
give him too much room at the next tower, Rod. If we swing 
out too far we’re done.” 

Rod nodded his head. He raised his left hand, numb from 
its position against the vibrating side of the fusilage, and 
wiped his goggles clear for the last time. Not more than 
twenty feet separated the two ships as they approached the 
final turn, the deciding point of the race! 

Wing up, wing down. Both ships swung around in vertical 
banks. And then the thing occurred. 

The Jap came out of the bank sooner than Rod had expected 
With Duke’s yell the American pilot had the controls of the 
Liberty in neutral, but too late to avoid the crash. 

There was a spasmodic jerking of the American plane, and 
Rod nosed her down instantly. The ship suddenly shot off 
to the starboard, and only by holding the stick far to the left 
was the American pilot able to get it level. 

“Hold her up!”” Duke was screaming. “We ripped a wing 

(Concluded on page 55) 
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E. H. HARRIMAN 
America’s Master Railroad 
Organizer 


Wide-awake boys, 
operatingtheir 
Lionel Model Rail- 
road Systems today, 
are preparing to be 
the railroad leaders 
of the future. 











“Why, It Looks Real!” 


F course a Lionel Railroad looks real. 


It is real. The only difference be- 
tween Lionel and real trains is the size. 


Lionel Engineers take care of that. They 
design and build Lionel Railroads electrically 
and mechanically perfect, so that they run 
like real railroads. They work from the en- 
gineers’ drawings and blueprints of real 
railroad locomotives, coaches, freight cars, 
signals, crossing gates and the many other 
railroad accessories. 


Lionel Model Railroads are way beyond 
ordinary ‘“‘toy railroads.’’ They 
are valuable educators. They 
are helping American boys to 
learn how real railroads are run, 
how the passengers and freight 
of the nation are transported. 


Running a Lionel Model Rail- 
road is exactly like running a 
real railroad. 





This wonderful realism can 
be found only in Lionel Model 
Railroads and Accessories. 
That’s why American boys buy 


Lionel Automatic Train Control. The greatest 
achievement in model railroad engineering. 
Starts and stops trains automatically. Just 
one of the many wonderful realistic railroad 
devices in the Lionel line of Accessories. 
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more Lionel Trains than any other make. 
That’s why Lionel has been ‘‘Standard of 
the World”’ since 1900. 


Lionel Model Railroads and Accessories 
are displayed at all of the best stores. Take 
father and mother with you to see them and 
remember: Lionel trains are lowest in price 
consistent with high quality—complete out- 
fits from $5.75 up. 


Write today for your copy of the beautiful 
new 44-page Lionel catalog illustrated in ac- 
tual colors. It shows the complete Lionel 
line. Sent free on request. 


The LIONEL CORPORATION 


Dept. E 48-52 E. 21st STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 


Be sure to send a post 
card today for this 
wonderful 44-page 
catalog, beautifully il- 
lustrated in 4 colors. It 
is FREE. 


“STANDARD OF THE WORLD SINCE 1900” 
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MODEL RAILROAD 
ACCESSORIES 
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LIONEL 
FEATURES 


No miniature 
railroad is com- 
plete without the 
new Lionel Auto- 
matic Crossing 
Gates. Down goes 
the gate as the 
train approaches 
—up again when 
the train has 
passed. It works 
by itself—just like 
the real ones. 





Lionel “Multivolt” 
Transformers—Ever-re- 
liablepower plants. Run 
all trains best. A type 
for every size train. 








“MULTIVOLT TRANSFORMERS 
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Sizes, 7 to 20 yrs. 
This English style of 
box Overcoat is designed 
by Browning King and 
to be obtained only at 
Browning King stores. 
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At All Browning King Stores 


BOSTON, 407 Washington St. 


BROOKLYN, N. Y., Fulton St., at 
DeKalb Ave. 
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DETROIT, Washington Blvd. at Grand 
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650 Minnesota 
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KANSAS CITY, Mo., Grand Ave. & 
11th St. 


MILWAUKEE, 2-12 Grand Ave. 
MINNEAPOLIS, Nicollet at Eighth St. 
NEW YORK, 1265 Broadway at 32d St. 
OMAHA, Cor. 15th & Douglas Sts. 
PHILADELPHIA, 1524-6 Chestnut St. 
PITTSBURGH, 439-441 Wood St. 
PROVIDENCE, Westminster & Eddy Sts. 
ST. LOUIS, 7th & St. Charles 

ST. PAUL, Robert at 6th St. 
SEATTLE, 2d Ave. & University St. 
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Outfitters 


in these Cities: 


OMAHA 
Cor. 15th & Douglas Sts. 


PHILADELPHIA 
1524-6 Chestnut St. 


PITTSBURGH 
439-41 Wood St. 


PROVIDENCE 
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ST. LOUIS 
7th and St. Charles 
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Turkey 


(Continued from page 11) 











about to die of hunger. And at last Cass’ 
| growing doubt got the better of his pride an 
| he jumped up. 
| “The Wigginses will know,” he said, “‘and 
|I’m going over there and find out!” He 
| pointed toward a small farmhouse a quarter 
|} of a mile away. ‘‘Want to come?” 

“Ride?” 

“Walk.” 

Pete groaned, but he arose and accompanied 
Cass across lots to the neighboring house. 
The sun was no longer shining, and it was bet- 
ter to walk, even if one fell by the wayside from 
exhaustion, than to sit longer and shiver. A 
rosy-faced woman answered Cass’ knock, 
and behind her, as she stood in the doorway, 
Pete’s famished gaze fell on a bountifully 
spread table. There was a turkey, rather the 
worse for a recent attack by the carver, but 
still gorgeous, and sweet potatoes and bou- 
|quets of celery and—and, oh, the heavenly 
| odor that came from that room! Pete tore 
his gaze resolutely away in time to hear Mrs. 
Wiggins say: “Well, I want to know! So 
you’re Mrs. Porter’s nephew? My, but she'll 
| be disappointed when she comes back and hears 
| 





you’ve been over! Yes, she went to the city 
yesterday to spend Thanksgiving with her 
sister; she and Mr. Porter and, Enos, the one 
that lives over to Thomasville. They’re com- 
ing back to-morrow, I heard.” 

Cass didn’t look at Pete once as they slowly 
| retraced their steps, nor was a word said until 
| they had climbed the stonewall dividing the 
|farms. Then Pete remarked briefly and bit- 
| terly: “Some Thanksgiving!” 
| “They’re visiting mother,” muttered Cass 

“She didn’t say anything about it in her let- 
| ter.” 

| ‘Wanted to give you a pleasant surprise, I 
| guess,” said Pete pleasantly. ‘Which’ll you 
have, Cass, white meat or dark?” 

“Shut up!” howled Cass. 

Back at the big white house Cass said: 

“Say, if we could get in we could find some- 
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thing, I'll bet. Even if it was only bread and 
| butter!” 
| Pete nodded and moistened his lips with 
|a dry tongue. ‘“‘And maybe there’d be some 
| milk.” 

“Milk! Say, we 
couldn’t we?” 
| ‘“Tcouldn’t. Did you ever do it?” 

Cass shook his head. ‘‘Maybe I could, 
| though. Let’s see if we can get in.” 

But Uncle Norton wasn’t a man to leave 
| windows unlatched, and at the end of twenty 
|minutes they climbed dejectedly into The 
Skipper, turned homeward and trundled back 
| along the lane. Once more on the road, they 
|turned aside to let a car pass, but the car 
| didn’t pass. Instead it stopped and two men 
| got out. One was a policeman. It was he 
who asked frowningly: ‘‘ Well, young fellers, 
which way now?” 

““Woodside,”’ faltered Cass. 

“Woodside, eh? Say, what’s the idea? | 
What were you doing up there. Who lives 
there?” 
| ‘Qh, that’s all right,’”’ said Cass relievedly. 
|‘*That’s the Porter farm and Mr. Porter’s 
|my uncle. We went there for dinner, but the | 
| family’s away 
| “Oh, sure! 
|} eh?” 

“No, everything was locked up tight.” 
“Well, what do you know!”’ The police- 
|man, who was a burly man with a very red 
| countenance, turned to his companion. 
| ‘Owns right up they were trying to rob the 
| place! Well, never mind that now. We'll | 
| have a look presently. What did you do with | 
the money? Got it on you or did you cache | 
it back there?” 
| Money?” 

| money?” 

“Aw, quit that! You know what money 
|/I mean. The wad that your side-kick stole 
from the drug store over at Aaier. Listen, 
| we got him and the car he stole, and we made 

him talk, too. So come clean, young feller. 
And next time you try this sort of stuff make 
sure you haven’t got a tire that’s pretty near | 
flat. Why, say, we tracked you as easy as 
| pie, kid!” 
| ‘But—but—there’s some mistake!’ said 
| Crass earnestly. ‘‘We haven’t got any money, 
honestly!” 

“What did you do with it, then? 


could milk the cows, 











And I suppose you broke in, 


stammered Cass. “What 
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Real at Last 
ina Pen 
at $2.75 


The New 
Parker Black and Gold 
Product of Parker Duofold Craftsmen 
‘Ready in Time for School 


—a pen with a 14K Gold Point and a 
rolled Gold Pocket-Clip (or rolled Gold 
Ring-End) ata price that buys only 
nickel-clip pens of other makes. 

Ready at all Good Pen Counters. 
Step in and feel its firm, smartly Fluted 
Grip and soft-writing point, as smooth 
and flexible as any that Parker’s skilled 
pen grinders ever made. 
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says he gave it to you back there on the road.” 
“Murray? I don’t know anyone 
(Concluded on page 38) 
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The Keds basketball shoe. Its 

tough, springy sole has a stronger 

t-grip — by actual measure- 

ment—than any other shoe on 
the market. 


Keds help win 


World and National 
Championships 








Last year the astonishing total of 
17 world and national tennis 
championships were wononKeds! 





The ORIGINAL CELTICS—National Professional Basketball Champions. 
y i 


N the basketball floor or handball 

court where points depend on flash- 
ing, sure-footed speed—on the tennis 
courts—wherever athletes meet for stir- 
ring contest — indoors or out — almost 
everywhere you’ll find the champions 
wear Keds. 


America’s fastest basketball team—the 
champion handball player of the country 
— National and Olympic singles and doub- 
les tennis champions—Olympic soccer 
champions (in training)—these are just a 
few of the victorious athletes who wear 
Keds. 

This is true because these men and 
women champions know that they must 
have a shoe built to give the most—in 
speed, comfort and wear—an athletic 
shoe can give. 


Trademark Rez. U. S. Pat. Off. 








hese famous stars always wear Ke 






A popular all-purpose 

Keds model — strong 

and durable, yet light 
and comfortable. 


They know— 


—that Keds soles are full of life and spring— 
built to absorb shocks and jolts—and remark- 
ably tough. That they have a sure grip that 
makes speedy starting and stopping without 
slipping. 

—that the uppers are of durable canvas— 
strong enough to support the foot and protect 
against twists and sprains—yet light and com- 
fortable. And that there’s a special Feltex inner- 
sole to absorb perspiration and keep the feet cool. 


Besides having all these important factors 
to the highest degree, Keds are made of 


America’s champion handball player 

wore Keds in winning his title. The 

New York State handball champion, 

one of the fastest players in the sport, 
also won on Keds. 


the world’s finest rubber—grown on our 
own plantations. Keds frequently out- 
wear two and three pairs of ordinary 
canvas rubber-soled shoes! It’s easy to 
see why Keds have become the standard 
of quality everywhere. 


But remember—not all canvas rubber-sc.'ed shoes are 
Keds. Keds are made only by the United States Rubber 
Company, and the name Keds is put on every shoe. They 
come in all popular styles—prices $1.25 to $4.5U. 

The Keds Hand-book of Sports is full of interest- 
ing information on games, sports, how to make 
things and dozens of other subjects. Sent free if you 
address Dept. 740, 1790 Broadway, New York City. 


Always look for the name Keds. Avoid substitutes! 


United States Rubber Company 


They are not Keds 
unless the name 


Keds is on the shoe 





















BOYS’ LIFE 


‘Hello boys /— would you like 
concrete mixers, |e 
motors and dyn 







































ces ane A ai 
So ener ’ 


to have a copy—it’s f 
just send me 


When you have an Erector 
make marvelous working 
greatest engineering feats. J 





steam shovels, concrete mixers, 
houses, engines, motors, d 


because these models actually 
powerful Erector electric mot 
whiz and spin just like real ones, 


The powerful Eré 
electric motor is a 


pieces of structural steel grow 
hands into models almost as ii 
originals. 
to purr and you see the model w 


will shout. 


You can take the Erector dic m 


. . apart and put it together easiygira 
Built with the New built so simply. The motor sh 


Erector No. 10 size as the other shafts in 


means you can hitch pulleys ajfars di 
to both sides of the motor it] Ere 
electric motor comes in all sets #m the 
4 up. 
Why Erector is # 
’ 
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HELLO Boys! I want you to be sure to get my free book and world S gre f 
your present: the Gilbertscope. Tear the coupon off right now and 1—E rector contains more pari uilds r 
send it tome. There’s a lot of fun waiting for you. models than any other toy. 
I get a lot of fun out of inventing toys for boys. I wish that 2—Erector square girders excl 


every one of you could come to New Haven and go through the fac- 
tory where your wonderful Erector sets are made. When I wasa boy, 
we didn’t have anything like Erector to give us fun every day of the 
year. If we wanted to build models, we used the best things we 
could find. When I graduated from Yale, I made up my mind 
to make a toy for American Boys that would give them greater op- 
portunities for fun than I had. So I invented the Erector with its 
hundreds of marvelous parts. 


Erector feature. 


President. 


Sent free with my book 
the mysterious Gilbertscope 


When you send the coupon for my free book, you will also get an 
amazing present; the mysterious Gilbertscope. It will fool the 
smartest boy. You’ve never seen anything like it. Just look 
through the Gilbertscope! You won’t believe your eyes. Every- 
body will want to look through it too. Send the coupon now and 
get the book and the Gilbertscope absolutely free. 


Don’t wait! Send today. Get the 
book and the Gilbertscope FREE 
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big special exclusive features. (In No. 


5—New Steam Shovel—an exclusive Erector 
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popular-priced Super-Erector No. 7. 
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mixes ; Erector feature. (In all sets.) Ou Boy! There is a lot of fun coming to oe 4 













of yourfias these 
el _growder your 
ost as life as the 


1 
fun is #to come feature. (In No. 10 Set.) . Erector. Christmas or any DON’T WAIT! Mail this coupon ' 
actualy fk. The | 9—Perforated strips, 4 holes to the inch— other time will be a holiday. to-day for your Free book, and the ' 
ic mot — of — — perfect me- The. box is jammed full of fun. " the mysterious Gilbert- 5 
eal ones chanical parts for duplicating every engi- When you lift the lid and see Scope. 1 
neering feat ever attempted. Possible all the wonderful parts, your tf 
ul Evee with no other toy than the New Erector. hands will itch to start build- BERT CO H 
is a we 10—The New Erector contains the greatest ing models right away. You'll oa meee, H 
1 
i 
H 
- 2 ' 
h 11—Erector is made from structural steel, Erector will make you happier than any other ; ; 
— ites plated, enameled and electrically baked. Present. Show him our book to convince him. fy tatteme Glibermnnye. 
ds—oh#how you 12—Designed by engineers, used by engineers ; 
and endorsed by engineers. : ERECTOR SETS IN 9755. 0 «vc sinatra eb towiaae Soom 
; ’ , , No. 1 contains 104 parts. Builds 278 \ 
rector ic motor 13—-The mechanical engineering features of “SAS aah spre paged only Sa marae $1.00 ‘ 
er easiymeause it’s _ Erector are correct. It 2 ; 7 ss 
eiiiseme is the only perfect method No. 3 wena 169 parts. Builds 381 nen EE ECE OT EY ore 
ved a per ptt, Spr sieygin eM eee J 
leys afers direct ing feats. No. 4 contains 235 parts. Builds 500 Cit 
otor it] Erector 14—It is perfectly inter- — a wee Res ee ae 
all sets #1 the No. changeable, owing to the No. . 473 parts. 
inute detail of stand- 10 le ager Ss 
minu : the Super-Erector, with ese a a ae ee 
wr is th ardization. ES hi 4s odcomnase 10.00 y, 
te re emit, Suber-Erector | No- 8 sanniet 1226 ee a5. ff == 
. . 'e . 
ce patsfhilds more No. 7, the premier popular-priced set : 
z : No. 10 contains 2469 parts, 
er toy. I HAVE been making better and better with motor, dredge, 
rders-@ exclusive Erector sets for boys ever since I left Yale; but and giant fly wheel. ... 50.00 No? 





8—Giant Fly Wheel—an exclusive Erector 


assortment of gears—ten in all—from 
die-cast, bevelled gears, solid brass gears, 
to the big 50-tooth steel gears. 








this is my masterpiece set. I know that every 
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you when you get your 


play with Erector frst. 
You’ll be playing with Erector 
a year from now, too. Tell Dad now that an 


In Canada 50% higher 


The Super-Erector 
Set No. 7, $10 
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New Haven, Conn. 


Please send me FREE my copy of the 
book “1,000 Toys in 1” and the mys- 

















THE most popular Erector set. Con- 
tains Powerful Erector Electric motor, 
new Erector Boilers, and sand shovel, base 
plates, curved girders, perforated strips, 
die-cast gears, bevelled gears, solid 
brass gears. 473 parts—builds 533 models, 
with dandy 64-page manual in colors. 
Packed in hardwood box, sanded, stained 
and varnished, brass finished handle 
grips, suitcase catches for convenience in 
‘ opening and closing. 
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“FEATURE TRAIN 











ELECTRICAL & 
MECHANICAL 
RAILROADS 





| The NEW, Wide Gauge 





HIS Christmas at the Toy Stores you’re going to see 

something new in an Electric Train. We’ve been work- 
ing two years to give you boys a BIG TRAIN with all the 
“features” you would like to find in the train you get for 
Christmas. The engine is an exact model of the latest type 
20th Century’”’ Electric Locomotive that pulls the 
World’s Fastest Train in and out of Grand Central Station, 
New York City. The 16-inch Cars are beautifully litho- 
graphed on heavy steel — not painted or ‘‘dipped’’ and 
have all kinds of new “features.” 
In next month’s issue of this magazine, we will have a full page adver- 
tisement telling the story of this new train, which we call the “ALL 
AMERICAN.” In the meanwhile, go right over to your Toy Dealer 
and have him show you the New “ALL AMERICAN.” You can get 
some idea of what it is like from the illustrations in this advertisement 
but when you see the “ALL AMERICAN” itself, you’ll realize why we 
are so proud of this train. 


Better Send for our New Catalog 





Get posted on all “AMERICAN FLYER” Models—both Electric and Me- 
chanical—many of the new “features” are included in some of our other 
models—for instance the Patented Mail Bag Catcher and Mail Bag—the 
Automatic Reverse, the Automatic Couplers, the protected Headlights 
and other exclusive “AMERICAN FLYER” features. 


The New “AMERICAN FLYER” 
CATALOG beautifully 


printed in many colors— 
the most attractive and interesting book on 
Miniature Railroads—is now ready. It cost $10,000 to illustrate 
and print—we’|l send you a copy on receipt of 10c or a smaller 


one-color catalog FREE. 


AMERICAN FLYER MEG. CO. 





2239 SOUTH HALSTED STREET, CHICAGO 
















| If they hid it over yonder it’ll stay till we come 


| the money? 





Turkey 
(Concluded from page 34) 











| “Oh, sure you do. ‘Stout’ Murray. Come 
|on, come on!” 
““Oh, ‘Stout’!’”’ said Cass. ‘Why, he didn’t 
give us any money, sir. He didn’t give us 
}a thing but the turkey.” 
“Huh? Turkey? What turkey? 
about a turkey?’ 
| Cass explained, Pete trying to aid, but it | 


aad 


sounded like a most improbable yarn, and Pete, | 
for one, couldn’t blame the two men for re- | 


maining skeptical. ‘‘And you don’t remember | 
the name of the man in Thomasville you were 
to take it to, or where he lived, either, eh? | 
| Say——”’ 
| ‘He lived across from the station,’ 
| Cass, interrupting the officer. “That is, 
had a store there. A store with a blue As 
| I don’t just remember the name, but I think | 
it was—was Moses!”’ 

“Sure it wasn’t Aaron? Aw, forget it! 
| Come on, let’s have the stuff. You’ve got it | 
somewhere. Where is it?” The _ speaker | 
looked searchingly about the car, as though 
| meditating an attack on the upholstery. | 
| ‘Course you’ve hid it, but where?” 


Py 4 


“Really and truly,” began Cass. But the | 
| officer’s patience was exhausted. | 
| “Get out of there!” he roared. ‘The both | 
} 


}of you. Put your hands up and keep ’em up! | 
| Now then!” 
| The search revealed many things, but no 
| money; at least, no money save a dime and | 
| two coppers. “They wouldn’t have it on ’em,” 
|said the other man. “We’d better take ’em 
}along. The Chief ’ll make ’em talk.” 

| The policeman looked thoughtfully at the 
|} house and finally nodded. ‘“That’s right. 


back. You take the car and I'll get in here. 
Pile in, young fellers, and follow that other 
car.” The officer seated himself in the back | 
and they started off. Cass and Pete were very 
silent. They felt outraged but decidedly 
scared. Pete began to wonder whether mem- 
éry had failed him. Had “Stout” given them 
| It was all very confusing, and he 
suspected that after one had gone without food | 
for a very long time one’s memory might easily | 
fail! Further conjecture was interrupted. 

“Say, that was a fine yarn you two spun 
about the turkey,” said the officer, leaning 
forward to talk. He chuckled. ‘Honest, 
you had me going for a minute.” 

“But it was true!” said Pete desperately. 

“Quit your kidding. Murray came clean, 
understand, and he didn’t say anything about 
a turkey. Listen, give a thought. What 
would he be doing with a turkey, a cooked 
turkey, ay — Where would he get it, 

eh? Why, Pe 

| “T know ee he got it!” cried Pete. “I 
| just remember! Cass, the old woman with 

| the broom os 

| “Sure!” Cass’s excitement almost put 
| the car into the fence, and there was an excla- | 
| mation of alarm from the rear seat. ‘Sure! 
| It was a turkey they stole from the window- 
|sill! He stole it! She didn’t say it was a 

turkey, but 
| “Aw, have a heart!” laughed the officer. 
| “*Old woman with a broom!’ Say, you kids’ll | 
|be the death of me! Blamed if you can’t 
think up more funny stuff than a comedian.”’ 
However, he allowed Cass to relate the in- 
cident, and, just when Cass had ended, ex- 
claimed; “‘Hello, what’s this?” 

This was a small car which, having edged 
past the first of the two vehicles, came to- 
a stop. The elderly gentleman with the agi- 
tated Adam’s apple waved imperiously and 
Cass brought The Skipper to a trembling halt. 

“Say, I couldn’t find no one o’ that name 
over to Thomasville,” announced the man 
querulously. ‘‘And there wasn’t no store 
with a green sign like you said. So I had to 
bring it back and “4 

“Tt’s the man we gave the turkey to!” 
exclaimed Pete. 

“Here! Here!” ejaculated the 
helplessly. ‘“‘Wait a minute, wait a min 

But the helpful stranger didn’t wait. He 
reached down and lifted a familiar bundle 
from the floor of the car. Setting it beside 
him, he removed the robe and revealed the 
turkey. ‘“‘Here ’tis,” he said, ‘‘and I guess 
*tain’t no worse. You said I could keep the 
robe, didn’t you?” 


























officer 
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By that time the policeman was out on the 
road and in a moment he had a large platter 
and a sixteen-pound turkey in his possession. 
He looked quite excited as he bawled to his 
companion. ‘Come a runnin’, Ike, and bring 
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‘Hey! You football 


fans and players 


Which counts most—ten-second legs 
or a split-second thinking- machine? 

Dixon of California had ’em both. 
He used them too, in the Penn-Cali- 
fornia championship game last New 
Year’s Day. And neither one would 
| have been much good without the 
other. But it was the thinking- machine 
that got the legs to moving. Twenty. 
one men stood and argued about some. 
thing or other; Dixon dusted up his 
brain and went into action. And he 
did a lot to win that hotly contested 


| game. How many times have you heard 
| a coach, or captain, tell somebody to 


use his head? You'll see the impor- 
tance of brain-work when you read 
“Use Your Head!” in the November 
AMERICAN Boy. It’s written by H. G. 
Salsinger, one of America’s great sport 
writers, and it’s crammed full of inci- 
dents about the star players you've 
read of. 

There’s a humdinger of a story about 
a football player of Davenville High 
who thought he knew it all. Maybe he 
did. But he wouldn’t have made the 
team if it hadn’t been for another fel- 
| low, a husky big chap who never quite 
seemed to make good, and yet—well, 
read “A Question of Tactics,” by Rex 
Lee. A pretty slick football story, 
you'll say. It comes in November. 

Yes, sir, the November issue of 
THE AMERICAN Boy is there, when it 
comes to football. 

It’s there on aviation, too. Because 
you’re going to meet that dare-devil, 
red-haired young birdman, Russ Far- 
rell, in an exciting, ripsnorting story, 
“A Day of Reckoning,” by Thomson 
Burtis. It’s the second in the new air 
series. Don’t miss it! 

A stirring new naval story, by 
Warren Hastings Miller, takes you 
aboard the Montana and shows you 
how a reservist ensign proves himself 
in the eyes of Wally Radnor and ’Stan- 
guey Brooke, midshipmen of the Naval 
Academy. They thought he was 
chicken-livered. But he showed ’em! 

“Come to Dinner,” by Charles Ten- 
ney Jackson, sets your sides splitting 
with laughter over a Thanksgiving 
dinner of beans, bugs, snakes and water 
on a Louisiana plantation. You'll find 
a couple of the creepiest mystery 
stories you ever set eyes on in “Just 
Around the Corner” and “The Yellow 
Cylinder.” One’s about Africa, the 
other’s about a chief of Indian police 
who is a dauntless detective. 

Fellows, you’re going to find a lot of 
fun, excitement and good reading in 
this Novemberissue of THE AMERICAN 
Boy. Get a copy today! 
$2.00 a year by mail, 20c a copy at news- 


stands. Subscribe for @ year or leave a 
standing order with your news-dealer. 
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te American Boy 
THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING CO. 
No. 302 American Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 


Enclosed find $2.00, for which send THE AMER- 
a Boy for one year, beginning with the current 
ssue, to 
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Here Is 


Dale Hess 


14-Year-Old 


BUESC 


rue vione 





CORNETIST | 


A short time ago we published the 
picture of Karl Brigandi, 14-year-old 
Cornet Player. Hereis another young 
man, Dale Hess of Ortonville, Minne- 
sota, who is on his way to fame and 
fortune with his Buescher Cornet. 


Hehas delighted many audiences. He 
has played to thousands before the 
footlights and over the Radio. You 
will hear more of him in the future. 


And yet there is nothing unusual about 
Dale Hess. He is just anormal boy. Most 
any: boy with the same opportunity could 
do as much. It’s the opportunity that 
counts; and “opportunity” is almost 
summed up in “having a good instru- 


You can learn to play a Buescher. Don’t let 
anyone tell you that you can’t. If you can 
hum a tune, if you can beat time you can 
learn to play most any Buescher instrument. 
And if you are “talented” or “gifted” you 
may become famous. 


Try a Buescher, any instrument you choose, in your 
own home. Six Days FREE. Surely this is a most 
liberal offer. It places you under no obligation. We 
take the risk. If you like the instrument and decide 
to keep it, pay a little each month. Play as you Pay. 


Get the details of this wonderful plan. Clip the coupon 
below. Send it for the free literature. It's your first 
step toward musical success. Send it today. Sure. 





BUESCHER BAND [INSTRUMENT CO. 


Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 


1014 Buescher Block Elkhart, Ind. 
eg eee ee ee 
| Mail BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. | 
7” Gentlemen: 1 am interested in instrument ] | 
checked below 


Clip the Coupon NOW! 
1014 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Indiana. 
Saxophone} 


Cornet) ” ‘Semeaieaeeies TrumpetO) 1 
| Ny CUM 5 an, cid ngs aa amd eeken ens ’ 
Write plainly, Name, Address, Town and | 


State in Margin Below. 


| that robe, too. 


a knife!” he commanded. “We're going to 
carve the bird!’ 

But it wasn’t necessary to carve it. While 
Ike and the helpful stranger and Cass and 
Pete looked on absorbedly, the officer, having 
set the platter on the running-board of The 
Skipper, scooped out a handful of dressing 
and then, with a chuckle of triumph, brought 
forth a small greasy package. Enclosed in 
a torn fragment of brown paper reposed a roll 
of greenbacks! 

“The son of a gun!” murmured the officer. 
“Came clean, did he? He did like thunder! 
Thought you boys had gone and delivered the 
turkey like he told you to and the feller over 
to Thomasville would have the money out of 
it before we got there. Maybe he didn’t think 
we'd find you fellers at all! Well, it’ s all here, 
Ike; three hundred and eighty-five.” 

“What did he stuff it in there for?” 
Ike perplexedly. 

“Search me! Guess he’s a nut, anyway. 
Jumps a good job down to Norwalk, steals a car 
belonging to one of the bosses, sticks a New 
Jersey plate on it and rolls up here to Adler. 
Takes this roll off the druggist there and beats 
| it without anyone noticing him at all, hardly. 
Then—why, say, he thinks the cops may get 
him and search him for the stuff. He sees 
this turkey sitting on the old lady’s window- 
sill and he grabs it and stuffs the money inside. 
I guess a roast turkey looks pretty innocent on 
Thanksgiving, eh? Then his car goes bad on 
him and he’s sort of up against it. You boys 
come along and he has an idea. He has a pal 
in Thomasville—we’ll have to look into that 
guy, Ike—and he sees a chance of getting the 
money out of the way. He’d have done it, 
too, if you kids hadn’t forgotten the man’s 
name. Crawford took him back to Adler and 
the drug store feller identified him easy. 
Then he owned up and said he’d given the 
money to you fellers. But he didn’t say any- 
thing about the turkey.’ 

“Looks to me, Officer,” said the elderly 
gentleman eagerly, “like there’d ought to be 
a reward. 

“Well, there ain’t. And I’ll thank you for 
Guess he stole that with the 


asked 


car.” 

The elderly gentleman went off in high 
dudgeon, his Adam’s apple performing really 
remarkable feats, and the officer turned to the 
boys again. “TI guess I was kind of harsh with 
you fellers,” he said contritely. ‘Have to 
hoe oe 


“‘That’s all right, sir,’ declared the two in 


|unison, their eyes fixed yearningly on the 
turkey. 
“Yeah? Well—’’ He raised the platter 


and, before either of them could utter a protest, 
sent the turkey whirling through space. It dis- 
appeared beyond the bushes bordering the 
road. He set the platter in the back of his 
car, wiped his hands and joined Ike in the 
front seat. ‘Well, so long, boys,” he called 
back. And then: ‘Step on her, Ike. I ain’t 


7? 


had my Thanksgiving dinner yet! 


RE TURNING to Woodside they squandered 

the whole of twelve cents on food, and 
what it bought was not even a drop in a bucket! 
Ages passed before the supper bell rang and 
they were in their places at an otherwise de- 
serted table long before Mr. Purvis sauntered 
to the head of it. The teacher sighed as he 
viewed the platters set before him. ‘Oh, 
dear! Oh, dear! Can it be, young gentlemen, 
that we are so soon expected to partake of 
food again? And turkey, too! I fancy we 
none of us have much enthusiasm for cold 
turkey, eh?”’ 


“Please, sir,” stammered Cass, “I—I’d 
like some.” 

“Me, too, sir!” said Pete fervently. 

“Really? Fancy being hungry after such 


a dinner as I’ll wager you chaps had! Well, 
here’s cold lamb, too, which say you, Browning, 
turkey or lamb?” 
“Turkey,” said Cass resolutely. “I—I 
never seem to get enough turkey, Mr. Purvis.” 
“Well, well! And you, Johnston?” 
“Turkey!” blurted Pete. 





ANDY McPHAIL 
The Silent Scot 


Returns next month in a great serial 


The White Leader 


Don’t Miss It! 
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Evereapy Radio Batteries 
are always uniform and 
reliable! 













EVEREADY HOUR 
EVERY TUESDAY 
AT9 P.M. 
Eastern Standard Time 
For real radio enjoy- 
ment tune in the “‘Ever- 
eady Group.” Broad- 
cast through stations— 


WEAF NewYork 
AR Providence 




















Evereadys per- 
form the same,everywhere, 
for everybody, needing no 
skill, calling for no ex- 
perimentation, wasting no 
time, saving you money. 
Trouble-proof, wonderful 
Evereadys. There is an 


Eveready dealer nearby. 
Manufactured and guaranteed by 
NATIONAL CARBON CO., Inc. 


New York San Francisco 


Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited 
Toronto, Ontario 
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BOYS’ LIFE 


Danny Solves the Radio Mystery 


HARLES F. ROBB, author of the “‘ Danny” stories, is chief 

of the Criminal Division of the William J. Burns Inter- 

national Detective Agency, Inc., and without doubt one of the best 
informed men in his field in America. 

“‘T always hesitated to tell the story of Danny, the boy detective,” 
wrote Mr. Robb to the editors of Boys’ Lire, “because most people 
can’t imagine that a youngster with bright red hair could possibly 
be of any assistance as a detective. But Danny, red hair and all, 
is one of the sharpest men—he is but a boy in years—we have. 
And he is doing a man’s work every day.” —THE EpItors. 


my ELL, Danny, how’s every little thing with 
you?” greeted big Jim Donovan as he passed 
the boy in the entrance to the offices of the 
largest detective 

agency in the country. 

Danny, busily engaged with 
his duties of clipping criminal 
news from a local newspaper, 
grinned, ‘‘ Fine, Donovan, how 
are you?” 

“Pretty poor, Danny,” said 
his friend, taking a seat near 
Danny’s desk. “I’m up 
against a proposition that’s 
got me stumped.” 

This interested Danny. 
““Gee, it must be a hard one, 
what is it? A murder?” 

Donovan laughed, ‘‘ Not as 
bad as that, my boy. But I’m 
stumped.” 

Danny thought for a minute 
and then said, ‘‘ Tell me.” 

‘“*Danny,” a serious expres 
sion passed over Donovan’s 
face, “‘I’d like to but I can’t 
yet. Well, I guess it’s all in 
a day’s work, and it takes a 
lot of people to make a world. 
How did the game come out?” 
abruptly switching the subject. 

Danny paid no attention to 
the question. He was deeply 
interested in what Donovan 
had just said. He wished he 
could help his very good friend. 

Donovan looked at him and 
saw that what he had just said 
had apparently made quite an 
impression on Danny. Then 
a sudden thought struck him. 
Perhaps Danny could help 
him—he reflected gloomily that 
riothing else had, so far. 

“Danny, can you keep your 
mouth shut?”’ he asked. 

Danny stuck out his hand. 

“T’ll shake on it, Donovan, 
whatever you tell me T['ll 
promise never to tell another 
soul,” he said solemnly. 

It was small wonder that 
Danny found himself almost 





speechless. Donovan, fam 
ous for his many exploits in the 
criminal world, was about to 
confide in him 

Donovan shook hands with 
him but wagged his head 
dubiously. 

“T really ought not to tell 
you this, Danny, but I know 
that you can keep a promise 
if you say you will—but if the 
‘“Governor’— the pet name 
used by the men when referring 
to the head of the agency— 
ever finds out that I was talking to anyone about this— 
Blooey! you’d see me looking for another job.” He hesitated 
a moment. ‘ You know the big radio works uptown?” 

Danny nodded. ‘‘ You mean the Radiophone plant?”’ 

“That’s it,” Donovan continued. ‘Well, they’re having 
trouble. Some one is trying todosome crooked work over there. 
There have been fires started twice now, and once the watchman 
claims he frightened some one away who was tampering with 
the vault where the company keeps their secret records. Some 








By Charles F. Robb 
Illustrated by Joseph St. Amand 


one in that plant is responsible for these acts because the 
grounds are too well guarded to permit an outsider to get in un- 
less he is given assistance. My job is to find out who they are.”’ 

Danny’s eyes were sparkling. ‘‘Gosh, Donovan, wouldn’t 
it be great if we caught them?” 

Donovan smiled. He noted Danny’s unconscious use of the 
word “we.” “It would. And if I don’t, I'll be looking for 
another job,” he replied. 

Danny looked at him and smiled. 
said. ‘‘ Not a chance.” 

‘“‘That’s all right, but the Governor won't see it that way,” 
continued Donovan. ‘Produce or get out. That’s his motto, 
and he’s right. What good is a man if he can’t come through 
when the opportunity is there.”’ 


“‘Lose your job,” he 


+ 


Danny had not been in the office very long Monday, before 
he was sent for. He found the Governor in conference with 
Donovan. _ 

“‘Well, Danny,” greeted the Governor, “‘it begins to look 
like Donovan can’t get along without you. He has been going 
over the radio case and believes you can fitin. Aren’t afraid of 
hard work, are you?” 

“‘No-o-o, Sir,” stuttered Danny, “just give me a chance 
and I’ll show you.” 

“That’s just what I am going to do, son, and you will find 
that you are going to have your hands full doing your regular 
duties and keeping your eyes and ears open at the same 
time.”’ 

The Governor then explained to Danny that the radio people 

were working on several new 

inventions that promised to re- 
volutionize the radio. He told, 

” too, that outsiders were trying 
to Steal the company’s secrets, 
From Donovan’s investiga- 
tion the Governor felt that an 
employe of the company was 
aiding the outside people in 
their endeavors to steal the 








“Hands up!” snapped Donovan 


There was a short silence. Danny was breathlessly waiting 
for Donovan, who was apparently endeavoring to arrive at 
some decision, to continue. Finally he looked up at Danny. 
“T could get you a job in the plant and maybe you could pick 
up a clue.” 

“‘Do you think you could? Gee!’ Danny almost exploded. 
““Wouldn’t it be great if I could uncover something.” 

“Tt would,” said Donovan dryly. ‘Well, so long, see you 
Monday.” 


blue prints and working models 
of the new devices. 

Finishing his explanation of 
the case, the Governor turned 
to Donovan. 

“You take Danny and give 
him a note to the Superin- 
tendent of the plant requesting 
him to put Danny to work as 
an errand boy.”’ Turning to 
Danny he went on: 

“Now, Danny, this will give 
you a chance to be in and 
about the plant, and for the 
first four or five days I want 
you to forget that you are 
working for me. Learn your 
new duties and try to make 
yourself useful. If you see 
anything out of the way re- 
member it and report to Dono- 
van each night.” 


ORTIFIED with a strong 

letter of introduction, 

Danny called at the radio plant 
on the following morning. 

The first week was spent in 
making new friends and becom- 
ing acquainted with his sur- 
roundings. He watched the 
office force closely, but try as he 
might he didn’t see anything 
out of the way. 

Saturday came before he 
realized it. Usually Danny 
spent his Saturday afternoons 
at the ball park, but baseball 
seemed a trivial thing to him 
this week-end. 

He remained at the plant to 
look over the ground to see if 
he could hit on any clue that 
Donovan might have missed. 
This day, however, seemed to 
be like all the other days he 
had worked there. 

“For the love of Mike! 
Danny, stop staring at me,” 
snapped the bookkeeper it 
ritably. ‘Every time I look 
up you are looking a_ hole 
through me. Haven’t you any 
work to do?” 

Danny muttered an apology. ‘I was thinking, Mr. Spring. 
I didn’t mean to stare at you.” 

“Well, stop it! You look like a cat watching a mouse hole. 
Here take this letter to Mr. Brown at Yonkers. I’m leaving 
a little early to-day so I won’t be here when you get back, 
but put his answer on my desk so I'll be sure to get it the 
first thing Monday morning. Get that straight?” 

“Sure,”’ said Danny, putting out his hand for the letter. 

(Continued on page 44) 
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nce a 99 
i my urst set 
lar 
Me 
ple ° 
1ew 

re- 
old, VY, 
‘ing 
ets, coy a choice of all construction toys, 
a Jackie Coogan selected Meccano, the original 
was and “The Daddy of them all.’”’” When Jackie is 

in not acting in the movies, you will find him playing 
7 with Meccano. More than once between pictures he 

has been found finishing a Meccano model which he Here's the Letter 
. of has designed himself. that —— Some Exclusive Meccano Features 
7 You, too, can share in this Meccano fun. You can Se 
ive build towers, cranes, bridges, steam shovels, and 
“a endless other models—anything you can think of, 1 Ry oe — Strips 

as but you must have the real Meccano. S) seunty nfo Gtetene 

r Made First—Made Better—Builds Most 3, Nuts and Bolts 
“ 4 Meccano has more than 200 parts—a part for every Fi 
the purpose. That’s why it will build more models than with solid brass hubs 
ant any other toy. There are strong steel strips, with 5 Large Braced Girders 
oe holes every half inch to make building easy; solid en 
ke brass pulleys and gears; couplings for strips and rods, ; nae nate ; . 

” curved strips and many others. Other toys have TN seit 
nd copied some of these parts but only Meccano has them i idiniintaiiaaaieats 
all. In fact there never has been a steel construction ee 
toy that did not adopt some Meccano parts—that’s Steam Shovel , Fe 
= how good Meccano is. But don’t be fooled, get the 1, Pei 
int original Meccano every time. hk g re ys 
in With every Meccano outfit is included a big book aS 
m- full of pictures of models. There is nothing further y 
re to buy—the fun begins as soon as you open your set. Start right! Other toy parts may look like Meccano, 
he Yes, Jackie is enthusiastic about Meccano and you nee ies eas see Sy ee ee ee 
= fellows will be, too. Ask Dad to give you Meccano A Meccano 
~~ ' 
" and then—Oh Boy! Special $8.50 Outfit 


This splendid-value outfit con- 
tains a great assortment of 
parts and a powerful reversing 
motor. Builds hundreds of mod- 


‘| MECCAN®O 


















































to - els and the manual included 
+ Engineering for Boys pictures more than 150. Price 
ba No. 2X Outfit............ $8.50 
\ 
: Meccano Price List 
as No. 00 Outfit......... $1.00 No. [IX with motor... .$5.00 
No.0 Gutft......... 200 Ne. @Quimt...... .. 6.00 ° Meccano Company, Inc., Div. B-11, Elizabeth, N. J. 

! No.1 Outfit......... 3.00 No. 2X Outfit........ 8.50 This Book Free J Attached are the names and addresses of three of my chums. 
e And others to $45.00 “The Magic Carpet”—that ¥ Please send me your free Meccano book. 
" ; For sale at most toy stores. Sent direct on receipt of carries you to the wonderland 
k price if your dealer cannot supply you. of Meccano joy and model My name - 
le building. Full of beautiful 
= pictures. Mail the coupon, 
ny Me Cc I Div. B-11, Elizabeth, N. J. With your chums’ names and Address 

CORD SOs Sees ee SSNs 9 i+ 2° addresses, and it will be sent 
g- In Canada—Meccano Ltd., 45 Colborne St., Toronto to you free. ee 
' AS EASY AS BUILDING WITH BLOCKS 
k, = RT ae = eR a — 
he I 
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No. 564 
No. 645 


Uniforms 


Scout Mackinaw. shipping weight 4 lbs. 
ppimng § 
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Out in the Great Open Spaces.... 


Where there’s a tinge and crispness in the air that fills every Scout with 
the spirit of our first great American woodsmen. 


Our Department of Scout Supplies keeps pace with the changing sea- 
sons and, anticipating every requirement for every activity, is always 
ready to serve you with everything you need every time, everywhere. 


$7.50 


Regulation Scout Coat, shipping weight 


1 lb. 10 ozs 


No. 647 


Heavy Weight Scout 


weight 1 Ib. 


No. 649 


3 OZS... 
No. 651 

weight 
No. 503 

1 lb 
No. 527 


ozs 


No. 620—Scout Neckerchiefs, prepaid. 


No. 1541 


Scout Woolen Shirt, shipping weight 1 Ib. 


Regulation Scout 


1 Ib. 8 ozs 
Regulation Scout 


Woolen 


Stockings, 


Archery Sets 


Shirt, 


Breeches, 


shipping weight 


3.45 

shipping 
. 2.25 
3.65 


shipping 
. 2.40 


Hat, shipping weight 


3.20 
10 
.. 1.90 
* & 


Materials for making Archery Set; 4% ft. 


bow and 6 arrows 


No. 1540 
No. 1543 


Finished Archery Set, same as above 


.. .$2.75 
. 3.75 


Materials for making Archery Set, 5 ft. 


bow, 6 arrows 


No. 1542 


Finished Archery Set, same as above 





. 3.50 
4.75 
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1926 BOY SCOUT DIARY 


Entertaining, Thrilling, Useful 
The little book with the big ideas 


15c 








Send For Yours 
P. & 2 
eo 
Great Stuff 
No. 1212—Boy Scout Field Glasses, shipping weight 
PN ae eee tin Masia Amal eRe Rael ar ieee ne te . .$6.00 
No. 1227—Firemaking Set, prepaid.............. 1.00 
No. 1227A—Extra Tinder, prepaid............... -20 
No. 1445—Tracking Irons, prepaid............... -50 
No. 1006—Scout Whistle, prepaid................ 10 
Tents and Shelters 


No. 1449—Forester’sTent, width 7% ft.,depth 7% ft., 
front 6% ft., back 2 ft. Shipping weight 6 Ibs. 
i EE eee COTE re ORE ORE Tee 7 

No. 1303—Featherweight Shelter Tent. Length 84 
in., width 46 in., height 36 in. Shipping weight ¢ 


ee A er ee aera eee . 7.00 
No. 1422A—Army Shelter Halves. Size 7 ft. 2 in. 

wide, 5 ft. 6 in. long and 3 ft. 7 in. high. Shipping 

weight with poles and pegs, prepaid 9 lbs. Per . 

EEL RRL HEB AA ID 4.00 





Blankets 


No. 1172—Official Khaki Blanket, 58 by 82 inches. 
Shinoine weignt § fhe. Price... .......0cscceseces $4.00 
No. 1334 —Official High Grade Khaki Camp Blanket, 





DEPARTMENT OF SCOUT SUPPLIES 


Chicago Area 
Official Supply 
Station 
37 S. Wabash Av., 
Chicago 
Ill. 


200 Fifth Avenue (at 23d St.) 


Boy Scouts of America 


New York City 


The Arcade Store in the Fifth Avenue Building, New York City, 
gives service to and invites all nearby SCOUTING to call. 


All Mail Orders Shipped in 24 Hours 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


size 66 by 84 inches. Shipping weight 6 lbs. Price. 7.50 
No. 541—Waterproof Camp Blanket. Size 45 by 72 
inches. Shipping weight 2 lbs. Price........... 2.75 
Cook and Mess Kits 
No. 1200—Wear-Ever Aluminum Official Cooking 
Kit. Shipping weight 3 lbs. Price............. 2.85 
No. 1001 —Upton Official Compact Mess Kit. Ship- 
EN WEE ET ES ORR,  PUICC eo csinc osie cess 1.75 
No. 1535—Upton Official Compact Mess Kit, large 
size. Shipping weight 2 lbs. 4 ozs. Price........ 2.75 
No. 1459—‘‘U. S. A.” Mess Kit, Aluminum. Pre- 
On EE nt peer errr re Fe ee oer 35 
No. 1331—Folding Wire Grate, 12 by 24 inches. 
Shipping weight 5 lbs. Price................... 1.15 
Hiking Gear 
No. 592—Official Scout Haversack. Shipping 
ME MURMIOS  WOINO N66 is co riemnadccdbcma sinc sc $2.50 
No. 1466—Wear-Ever Aluminum Official Canteen. 
Shiooing weight, 2 ibe. Price. 6... cc csseccccses 
No. 1510—Plumb Official Scout Axe and Sheath. 
A rae eee ete te rar) mee 1.80 
No. 1496—Remington Scout Knife. Prepaid...... 1.50 
Pacific Coast 
Official Supply 
Station 
604 Mission St., 
San Francisco, 
Calif. 
November 
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Or in the Warmth of Your Troop Room. 


Though the weather is dark, rainy and threatening the true Scout, like 
those early Scouts before him, does not remain idle. 

To keep you fitted with things that will make you enjoy the days 
you spend indoors and get the most out of them your Supply Depart- 
ment offers a few suggestions on this page. 
































Tool Sets Y so Flags and Pennants 
oi > hag you write for complete lists of Tools in any No. 1181 —Boy Scout Pennant, all wool, size 15 by 36 
q of the following sets which interest you: — Sa ee en ere ere 
7.50 No. 1528 —Tool Set, 8 pieces. Price............ $4.00 No. 1135—‘‘B. S. A.’’ Pennant. Felt. Size 15 by 
, No. 1481 —Tool Set, 13 pieces. Price........... 6.00 ON i a ee aE A RMT se Rome Wrath aries Se 
2.75 ~ , . ‘~ es as ne 
No. 1527 —Tool Set, ro larger pieces. Price....... 7.50 No. 1399 —Cotton Bunting Official Troop Flag. Size 
No. 1482 —Tool Chest, 12 necessary tools, complete SP. PI 6 i 5 on ss ses nee ce nharyiee + 
cc age GS ee No. 1293—American Flag Set. ‘‘Bunting’’ flag 3 
by 5 feet, jointed pole with bracket. Prepaid..... 
2.85 Compasses and Watches Radio No. 1009 —Official Troop Flag. All wool, 22 by 36 in. 
1.75 No. 1471—Lumunite Watch. Radium dial. A real The Department of Scout Supplies can procure for Scouts 
scout watch. Prepaid.................. Fees $2.50 | all of the best makes of Radio Equipment in any size at Books 
2.75 No. 1380—Nickel “Day-nite’ Wrist Watch. 7 very reasonable prices. Write us for information. 
‘ MRL ERNIE 2s sind ct eee wages ese 6.50 | No. 1544 —DeForest Radiophone 5-Tube Set. The Roy Blakeley Stories, by Percy Keese Fitzhugh. 
4 No. 1207—Magnetic Compass. Luminous: can be Without Storage Battery. Price............. $110.00 clacgheed age cheats ieenn CAV Obs 5 ha, ies 
1.15 seen in dark. Prepaid............ it le a ed 1545—Sleeper Monotrol—Type 54 Without be Tom Slade Books for Boys, by Percy Keese Fitz- 
P , Accessories. Price........ Al Sg PSH BAe one 130.00 ugh. Prepaid. Each...........-....+++++-. 
Signaling a a a eT a The Pee-wee Harris Stories, by Percy Keese Fitzhugh. 
No. 1008 —Telegraph Instrument. Learn to send ’ ORTON: THN oi. Sed os pea Rees oes 1 
- ag ne oe Morse Code. Shipping Weight 2% $4.50 The Westy Martin Books, by Percy Keese Fitzhugh. 
q , Tg oe tras iene Seana aOR ieee Mighty Useful Re Wee coer irri ai peer ae 
00 No. 1221—Morse Code Instructor. A metal device No. 3229—The Seasc Mz | ba , 
. like a telegraph key. Prepaid...............-.. -12 | No. 3182—Scouts Official Note Paper. 24 sheets and ee ee ee ee ee 
aaa Shippi a 2 engl ne 65 illustrations, most practical book on Seamanship 
1.80 No. gee vagy Code Flags 24 by 24 inches, pre- ™ ee oe Sere ne nes tee ee ; published. Prepaid. Each................---- 
1.50 Paid, per Pair... . 1... ee eee eee eee . No. 1490—Leather for making moccasins; size 8 ft. . : ; 
No. 1401—Four Unit Pocket Signal Disk. Prepaid. .20 mamare, PYsce WCOOME: «o.oo ask ccs eee tea 2.00 7 noc oo Life; 224 pages fully Gustented. 
g I ae SE ae eer tr fee 
No. 3616—Games for Boys by Ripley. Contains 
games, exercises and lighter sports.............. 
No. 1256—‘‘ Marine Band’’ Harmonica. 20 Reeds, 
nickel-plated. Shipping weight 6 ounces......... 
All regulation equipment is presented - 
to you in our catalog. If you haven’t 
#* a copy—vwrite for it. 
Chicago Area 4 Pacific Coast 
— Supply Boy Scouts of America Official Supply 
tation Station 
37 S, Wabash Av., 200 Fifth Avenue (at 23d St.) New York City 604 Mission St., 
— San — 
. if. 
The Arcade Store in the Fifth Avenue Building, New York City, 
; gives service to and invites all nearby SCOUTING to call. 
- All Mail Orders Shipped in 24 Hours 
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| Danny Solves the 
Radio Mystery 


| 
(Continued from page 4o) KC of! | | 
Vv | 


“Get a move on so you'll get back in time; 
I want to be sure to get the information the 
first thing Monday.” ZK 
Danny hurried off with the note. He finished etl | 
his errand at Yonkers and caught the subway 
at Van Cortlandt Park, but his hopes for a 
speedy return were shattered by a tie-up in the 
subway. In company with a car full of other x \ 
impatient passengers he sat for an hour waiting al 
for the train to move. " XY 
It was half-past six when he reached the 
plant. He knew that everything would be 
locked. However, the bookkeeper had been 
so insistent about having the letter placed on re .3 
his desk that Danny decided to try the gate A 
leading into the outer yard of the works. . , 
To his surprise it was unlocked. Entering, S : 
~~ 
¢ 
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he shut it carefully as he knew that strict 
orders had been given that all gates should be 
locked at six o’clock. He walked through the 
yard searching for the night watchman to aid 
him in getting into the building. 

Not finding him, he was on the point of call- 
ing his name when he heard voices, and, as he 
rounded the corner of one of the buildings he YY, 
came face to face with the watchman and two 
other men. The watchman started toward 
him angrily. “What are you doing here? 
Can’t you read? Didn’t you see the sign tell- 


$ ing you to ‘Keep Out’?”’ 
“Sure,” said Danny, “but I had orders to 
OO V 1Ce | bring this letter back and put it on Mr. 
| Spring’s desk.” 


The watchman fell back a step. “Did 
anyone tell you to come in at this time of 


from Zuppke of Illinois nr ee 


tie-up on the subway, and it made me late.” 


, , : “Tell it to the marines! I know what you 
‘Rifle shooting puts a premium on concen- kids are!” : Speed and / 











tration, quick thinking, training of the eye The man resumed his bullying manner. 
4 & & ye, “You stopped to watch a ball-game or went 


and accuracy, which will be valuable to boys toa movie. Don’t blame it on the subway.” E. ndu iA a Nn ce 6 


when they engage in other forms of sport.”— “Look here,” said Dan, “I told you the 
truth; besides it’s none of your business any- 

















Robert C. Zuppke, Coach, University of Illinois way—you didn’t hire me.” That’s what Basket Ball demands 
Football Team. ““Well give me the letter and beat it now.” both from the players and the ball 
“Nothing doing! You’ve got to let me into 
This is the opinion—based on years of ex- yo oan put this ee Spring’s : 
: desk. hose are my orders, and I’ve got to 
Boys! perience—expressed by Mr. Zuppke, who has follow them.” S 
“Don’t you get fresh, kid! Give me the 
Your Free Copy ot developed Red Grange and other noted players. letter, and I'll put it on his desk. Come on, 
the Daisy Manual You’d be surprised to see how the sport of pe ge ew he a — All right, if 
. . y SHOOK his head. é Tl lt yo 
Go to your nearest hard- target practice has grown in the last few years. won’t let me in the office, I’ll get ) v4 ai 
ware or sporting goods Boys, both young and old, are forming shoot- Monday morning and I'll tell Mr. Spring why 
dealer and ask him for a g : 4 the letter wasn’t where he told me to put it.” BALLS 
bun ning af oe tte ing clubs and squads, and the sport they get The watchman’s manner changed. “You're 
Béeands. 2t tells how to out of it is evident from their enthusiasm. recy Be - rr . port } tr non =. **Che Lucky Dog Kind “ 
. ! rish we e like 
become a crack shot, This training for a boy is valuable i you.” The watchman led the way to the 
and how to form a drill th . Th ed ¥ h “a = — office and opened the door for Danny. are supreme for speed, 
emeeny. hth tim & ways an one. e boy who can put nine As Danny started forward, the watchman accur. and durabili 
; f h - he bull’ called, ““Hey!” Dan returned. ‘‘Here’s fifty acy ty. 
out of ten shots into the bull’s eye learns the oo ; . 
show you the latest : 2 cents. You're all right, boy. Now don’t say 
accuracy and skill that makes a perfect “‘for- anything about those fellows you saw in the] || The D&M Nos. 7AS and 7A are 


Daisy models. If he 
yard, will you? They’re my brothers. I forgot strictly official and are used exten- 


does not carry them, ward pass’’ in football, or makes for victory at ayieathand tay emer dahh. alee : 
write us, and we will basketball, tennis or baseball. get me a call-down if it was found out.” : —_ by a high-school and 
send any model on re- “T won’t say anything,” Dan answered him professional teams. 
ceipt of price. Not only youngsters but older fellows as well as he refused to accept the money. If you want a moderate-priced 
: : : : Dinner was a trying ordeal to Danny that . : 
find the Daisy Air Rifle just the gun to learn alt. Mach to the semsine of ie fondle ball, one that will give the max: 
target practice with. Ask your dealer to show he declined a second helping of dessert, and] |} 1mum of service for the money, 
you the Daisy Pump Gun. The same action | £*cusing himself from the table, he hastened] }} you'll find it in the D6/M line. 
. . . . eS Ss Ss u 
as a high-power magazine hunting rifle, the to try the gate, he heard the latch click. M pore ne Baas, Pants — 
The “Happy Dais : ‘ ” : Danny crouched still lower as the men came jose are made in bright, snappy colors 
y same finish and “bang,” it shoots 50 times out of the yard and disappeared around the and will give class to the team. D&M 


Boy” ith th t P ° *. 
ee, Pee without reloading. $5.00 at all dealers. Other corner. He waited until he heard the watch- Knee and Elbow Pads will protect you 
from injury and D&M Basket Ball Shoes 


popular Daisy model, ; v 
the Daisy Pump Gun, Daisy models, $1.00 to $5.00. man lock the gate. He then jumped to his feet adhuheousel east tenh. the bon 


50-shot t fi and ran home. 
=a sour faced B0%hd dealer. Ack Sie for out 


. —_ a reached the steps of his house, latest Fall and Wi otes dhe 
inst ing in, he t 7 ¢ ates an inter log showing 
DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY _|instead of going in, he turned down the street| 1] TOC c° mctee Ball Equipment’ Also get 


aes to the apartment house where Donovan lived. D&M Offici 
Plymouth, Michigan, U.S.A. After waiting a few seconds, that seemed cen- a free copy of M cial Basket Ball d 
Rules and illustrated folder ‘How to Play 



















Pacific Coast Branch Southern Representatives: turies to him in his excited state of mind, no 
Phil, B. Bekeart Co., Louis Williams & Company Donovan himself opened the door. Basket Ball” by Edward Wachter, Basket 
arke reet, ene ° ‘ : : 
San Francisco, Calif. Nashville, Tenn. , 7 hat in the world—” began Donovan in a Ball Coach at Harvard University. 
oud voice. 








““Sh-h! Mr. Donovan, please!” said Danny 


P 
j glancing around fearfully. = : 
ig te — Donovan, “‘and shut the I there is no DOM dealer 
oor. What’s the matter?” . 
Dan whispered the story of the evening’s ex- handy, send direct to us. 
perience to him. Much to his dismay Donovan 
made no comment, but sat looking at him and THE DRAPER-MAYNARD CO. 


rubbing his chin. Derartment S 


Finally he broke the silence. ‘Danny, go PLYMOUTH, N. H., U.S.A. 
IR RIFLES = — 
(Concluded on page 47) ——$——! 
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(Concluded from page 21) 








Switzerland, Malta, Syria, Denmark, Poland, 
Hungary, Czecho-Slovakia, Luxemburg, Sicily, 
Sardinia and other parts of Italy. 

Under the nave of St. Peter’s, the boys gave 


to the place a spirit of bubbling youth. But 
they relapsed into quiet as they saw the 
Pontiff enter and ascend a specially con- 


structed altar to celebrate a special mass. 
Later the youths demonstrated the results 
of their scout training, passing in review before 
the Pope. Then they filed into the interior 
court of the Vatican, where they heard the 
Pope’s address of welcome. 

The Pope said that of the many consolations 
of holy year today’s spectacle was one of the 
greatest and most beautiful. He said that he 
was moved to see before him such a number of 
youths from all over the world animated by 
faith and devotion to the church. 

His Holiness recalled Christ’s great affection 


themselves at home by camping on the shore. | 


After that with the help of a tug attempts were 
made to right the boat, which proved a very 


difficult task but did not in any way dismay | 


them, for the message they sent was: 

“Tell the world that we are all right and 
that we will be riding under our own power 
again in a few hours.” 

The By-Gar is a submarine chaser, used 
during the war, which was recently purchased 
by Mr. Gar Wood, the well-known racer, and a 
Seascout official of Detroit, and was presented 
to Troop 31. 


Boy Scouts Take Over the Jail 
HE Associated 


dispatch to its member newspapers from | 


Chittenango, N. Y., on September 20. 
“This town has succeeded in effectually 
‘beating its swords into plowshares,’ in a 














THE SCOUT MISSION TO SOUTH AMERICA 
Being given a rousing send-off by a group of Hoboken scouts 


for youths. He praised the Boy Scouts as the 
hope of the church and society, declaring they 
should have faith in God and obedience to His 
laws. The Pope asserted it was necessary to 
have more than material force, since where 
force dominated intemperance was present, 
but where the spirit dominated there was 
modesty and purity of Life. 

His Holiness then bestowed the apostolic 
blessing upon the Scouts. 


Shipwrecked! 
ERE is a telegram that was recently re- 
ceived by the Detroit, Michigan, Council 
of the Boy Scouts of America from the Civic 
and Commercial Association at Sault Sainte 
Marie: 

“ Detroit seascouts boat aground in Soo River 
twenty-five miles south of Soo. Crew and all 
seascouts taken from boat safely by United 
States coast guard. Boys are all well and none 
the worse for their experience. Being well 
provided for. Boat will be brought back to Sault 


for repairs.” 


The boys referred to in this telegram are 
from Seascout Troop 31 and set out to cruise 
through Lake Superior under the leadership 
of Skipper Dean L. Smith, in their training 
ship By-Gar. 

It appears that the By-Gar ran on a sand-bar 
and was capsized by the suction from a passing 
steamer. Some of the boys were thrown into 
the water but of course they were well able to 
take care of themselves, and with the aid of a 
small skiff the twenty-eight Seascouts were 
landed and immediately started to make 


modern way by turning its old jail over to the 
local Boy Scout troop as a headquarters build- 


ing and meeting-place and dispensing alto- | 


gether with the services of a local jail. Such 


prisoners as may be gathered in are sent to the | 


county jail at Wampsville, and the Scouts go 
on merrily with their gatherings in the old 
Bastile.” 


1926 Scout Diary 


‘THE official Scout Diary for 1926 is now on 

sale. This little book is one of our most 
popular publications—indeed, to the majority 
of scouts the information it contains, its handy 
reference form, its blank pages for the record- 
ing of Good Turns are indispensable aids in 
their scouting. The 1926 has the same high 
standard as previous issues, and will retail as 
usual at 15c per copy. 


Higher Than the Alps! 


HREE scouts of Tacoma, Wash.—Allen 

Jorgenson of Troop No. 23; Wendall 
Duncan, Troop No. 46; Clifford O’Connor, 
Troop No. 6, scaled Mount Tacoma in Rainier 
National Park, one of the highest peaks in the 
country, this summer. Field Executive H. 
A. Scholer guided the party from the scout 
camp, which lies on the trail to Mt. Tacoma. 

Troop No. 65 of Seattle, Wash., is a real 
mountain climbing troop. Two years ago 
they made the eighteen-mile circuit of Mount 
Rainier. This year under the leadership of 
the scoutmaster, C. E. Schurman, they at- 
temped to duplicate the feat. 





Mr. J. D. 


The delegates, 
Mich., with Mr. Presbrey, “Uncle Dan” and Chief West 





Makgill, England, and A. D. Jamieson, Detroit, 
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In the great outdoors 
—use your flashlight! 




















IN THE inky black of night outdoors, use your 
flashlight! To see where you are going or 
what you are doing, use your flashlight! Use 
your Eveready to lay a carpet of daylight right 
at your feet. The long-range Eveready shown 
herewith throws a clear, bright, white light a 
distance of 500 feet . . . farther than the top 
of the tallest tree. There are other Evereadys 
you'll like too. Improved models meet every 
need for light—indoors and out. ‘There’s an 
Eveready for every purpose and purse, and an 
Eveready dealer nearby. 
Manufactured and guaranteed by 


NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, Inc. 
New York San Francisco 
Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario 


EVEREADY HOUR EVERY TUESDAY at 9 P. M. 
Eastern Standard Time 
For real radio enjoyment, tune in the 
Group,” broadcast through stations— 


WEAF New York WGR_ Buffalo WWJ Detroit 
WJAR Providence WCAE Pittsburgh wcco {x Minneapolis 
Paul 


WEE! oston 
WFI Philadelphia WSAI Cincinnati WOC 


EVEREADY. 


FLASH LIGHTS 
i BATTERIES 


they last longer 


“Eveready 


Daveapust 


EVEREADY 


UNIT CELL 
For FrasniienTs 
CARBON CO) 


¥. 
NEW YORK, HY 








The type illustrated is No. 2642, the Eveready 3-cell Focusing 
Flashlight with the 500-foot range. Handsome, ribbon black- 
metal case. Safety-lock switch, proof against accidental lighting. 
Octagonal, non-rolling lens-ring. 


* - . 


Eveready Unit Cells fit and improve all makes of flashlights. 
They insure brighter light and longer battery life. Seep an 
extra set on hand. Especially designed Eveready-Mazda bulbs, 
the bright eyes of the flashlights, likewise last longer. 
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BOYS’ LIFE 


First—Last—Always 


EN have been known to go =, 

for months without shelter, a 

for weeks without food and for days ft 
without water, but no one can live for 
more than a few minutes without air. 


Breathing is the first necessity of life 
—yet few of us know how to breathe 
to develop our bodies and to improve 
our health. If we could be always in 
fresh air taking plenty of exercise, our ; 
usual undirected, instinctive breath- 
ing would naturally develop to give 
us better health. Nature would take 


care of us. But the conditions in; = 4 
which we live, the stress of present- | 
day life, cause us to accumulate an ex- ff } 


cess of poisonous waste products in 
our bodies. To help dispose of these 
we should go beyond instinctive 
breathing and at frequent times dur- 
ing the day mentally direct the breaths 
we take. 


Count Your Breaths— 

How many breaths a minute do you take? Stop now with 
your watch in hand and for 60 seconds count them. 
Fifteen to twenty short, top-of-your-lungs breaths? 
You are not breathing deeply. Occasionally you should 
take six or eight long, leisurely breaths a minute—so deep 
that the diaphragm is expanded and the ribs are barreled out. 
Several times a day stop what you are doing, stand straight 
with head up, shoulders back and breathe—always through 
the nose, of course. 

Try it this way—inhale, one, two, three, four; hold, five; 
exhale, six, seven, eight, nine; relax,ten. This will give you 
six breaths a minute—quiet, unhurried breathing. After 
a time your unconscious breathing may become deeper and 
you will begin to feel a new and delightful sense of 


buoyant power. 


Good Posture First— 


You cannot breathe properly unless your lungs have room 
to expand. When you stand or sit with shoulders rounded 





AIR! 


Baby’s first cry! However it may sound to grandmother’s 
ears, it is music to the baby’s mother. Under the spell of 
her eager imagination that thin little cry is a call for her. 
But what he really is crying for is air. In the Land of 
Unborn Babies he had no need to use his lungs. But here, 
in the great wide world, his first need is air and through 
every moment of his life he will demand air. 


and chest contracted yousqueeze your 
lungs and make deep breathing im- 
possible. Lift your head, raise your 
chest, straighten your spine, elevate 
your ribs and you cannot help 
“breathing for health”. 


Deep breathing exercises should be 
taken night and morning. Empty 
the lungs as fully as possible with 
each breath. This is important be- 

\ cause fresh air removes harmful 
waste matter in the blood. 


‘\\ That “Stitch in the side’— 

. \ Have you ever felt a stitch in the 
side when running? This is a warn- 
ing—not always that your heart 
is weak, or that you have indigestion, 
as many persons suppose, but some- 
times that your lungs are unaccus- 
tomed to being filled to their full 
capacity. Most of us rarely breathe 
to the bottom of our lungs. One- 
third of the lung cells of the average 
person is unused. These cells tend to collapse and stick 
together. When the air is forced into them, it some- 
times causes pain. 


~ 
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Your health demands that you should breathe properly; 
the condition of the blood is an important element in 
keeping well. The blood circulates all through the body 
distributing material to build and repair the tissues, pick- 
ing up waste products and fighting disease germs. The 
turning-point of its journey is in the lungs 

where it deposits the waste and takes a fresh 

supply of oxygen from the air. 


Without deep breathing of fresh air there 


cannot be an ample supply of oxygen. With- awry! 
out sufficient oxygen there cannot be adequate $°\; %' 
growth or repair of any part of the body, % /. = 


nor vigorous warfare against disease. 
Begin today to breathe deeply—breathe for 


~* 











About one out of six of the total number 
of deaths in the United States each year is 
caused by diseases which affect the lungs. 
Pulmonary tuberculosis and pneumonia 
claim more than 210,000 victims annually. 
Ten years ago the death-rate from tu- 
berculosis was sixty per cent higher than 
it is today. Only a short time ago it 
was thought that fresh air must be kept 
away from patients suffering from lung 
troubles. Today it is known that fresh air 
is one of the main aids in getting well—and 


marked decrease in tuberculosis death-rate. 


Defects in the air passages should be cor- 
rected if one is to breathe most effectively. 
Wise parents should keep careful watch 
over their children’s noses and throats to 
see that they are not afflicted with adenoids 
or diseased tonsils. 

Deep breathing must be studied. There is 


more to it than the taking of a full breath. 
The diaphragm and abdominal muscles 


body must be trained to maintain correct 
posture. 


The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
has prepared a booklet giving simple and 
interesting health rules, including scientific 
advice about fresh air and proper breath- 
ing. These rules, with the simple breathing 
exercise given above, can be followed by 
anybody who wishes better health. Send 
for a copy of “How to Live Long’’. I¢ will 
be mailed free. 

HALEY FISKE, President. 





health. 4 a 








this knowledge has helped to produce the must be strengthened by exercise and the 
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| Danny Solves the | 
Radio Mystery | 





(Concluded from pag? 44) | 








As Danny finished the story for the second 
| time, Donovan nodded. 

| ‘Well, I guess you haven’t gotten excited 
jand balled the whole thing =p, because you 
| told the same tale twice without any variation. 
Danny, my lad, we. are about to solve the 
lriddle. The thief was on to me, so he covered 
himself, and I couldn’t get a thing. Now listen 
to me; you’ve got a big part to play.” 

On Monday Danny reported for work as 
usual, but instead of going home when the 
office force did, he waited for the right moment, 
and then hid in a large barrel that had been 
placed in the yard near the main gate. 

When it became dark Danny began to feel 
cramped and a little frightened. He felt that 
he would not be much of a match for the 
watchman, not to mention the other two 
men if they should happen to appear. Further- 
more, he was having a desperate time staying 
awake. Every few minutes he would begin 
to nod. 

Suddenly Danny was wide awake—he saw 
alight coming toward him. His heart thumped 
so violently that he was sure some one would 
hear it. With his eye glued to a crack in the 
barrel he watched the light come nearer until 
he could distinguish the watchman with a 
flashlight in his hand. Approaching the gate 
the watchman opened it and two men stepped 
in 





He flashed the light in their faces. Danny 
heard one of the men growl something to 
him, whereupon the watchman snapped the 
light off, but not before Danny recognized the 
men he had seen with the watchman Saturday 
night. 

All three of them walked toward the building 
where the vault was located that held the 
secret records and models. Danny’s first 
impulse was to jump out of the barrel and 
attempt to stop them, but he remembered 
Donovan’s instructions and stayed quietly in 
his hiding-place. 

Much to his surprise the watchman walked 
away as soon as he reached the building, while 
the two men entered. As they disappeared 
from sight, Danny tumbled out of the barrel 
and made his way with trembling knees to the 
gate. 

It was locked, but Donovan had provided 
for this very emergency by giving Danny a 
duplicate key. Danny’s hands were shaking 
so he could hardly find the lock. It seemed 
hours before he could get the gate open. 

As he looked out into the street two men 


“|started out from the shadow of a house across 


the road. Danny was nearly paralyzed with 
fear until they came up to him. 

“Tt’s—it’s all right, Donovan,” he stuttered 
as he recognized his friend. ‘‘They’re in the 
building now, but the watchman went up to 
the north end of the yard.” 

Donovan, Danny and the other man slipped 
quietly into the building. The thieves, secure 
in the thought that the watchman was pro- 
tecting them, were on their knees before the 
open vault, searching the drawers and scatter- 
ing papers about in their haste to find certain 
documents. 

“Hands up!” snapped Donovan. The men 
sprang to their feet threateningly, but their 
hands went up when they looked into the 
business end of two automatics. 

At this juncture Danny’s heart stood still, 
for the watchman came dashing through the 
door. 

“Help!” the watchman shouted. 
vault! The vault! Thieves!” 

“Ves,” drawled Donovan. “I'll tell the 
world there are thieves here! Blow that 
whistle I gave you Danny!” 

At the sound of the whistle the yard seemed 
to become alive with policemen. 

“How did those men get in here?’’ demanded 
the watchman excitedly. 

“Blew in,” said Donovan jovially as he 
turned the two safe-breakers over to the 
policemen. Taking a pair of handcuffs out of 
his pocket he jerked the now thoroughly 
terrified watchman by the collar and twisted 
him around. “Here Danny,” he said, “put 
the bracelets on him. He’s your prisoner. 
“T’ll tell the world,” he said turning to the 
police officers, “this kid has done the slickest 
piece of work that has been put over for a long 
time. He’s picked up the man we’ve been 
looking for, for a year. Shut up! Tell your 
troubles to the chief.” This was to the watch- 
man who was making frantic attempts to free 
himself. ‘We've got you dead to rights, 


“The 





thanks to Danny here.” 





You can WIN/ 


Victory and money for boys 


who are sure-footed 


URE-FOOTEDNESS counts for a lot when you have 

to dodge your opponents like a flash and shoot the 
winning goal. The shoes that give you sure-footedness— 
give it to you unfailingly, every time—are Grip Sures. 


No game or sport is too fast for these famous shoes 
with the patented suction cup soles that grip the surface 
the instant your feet touch it. You can be off like a shot, 
stop, dodge or turn with never a fear of slipping. 


In basketball, boxing, bowling, wrestling, gym work— 
any sport indoors or out—Grip Sures are almost always 
the shoes that the winners wear. The wonderful suction 
cup soles insure speedy sure-footedness and the comfortable 
‘uppers (plus those springy soles) insure foot freedom. They 








are easier on your feet than stiff 


leather shoes. And no sports shoe 
in cash prizes 


can equal them in long wear. 
$500 in cash prizes for boys 


Your shoe dealer or sporting 
goods dealer probably has Grip 
Sures in stock; if not, he will get 
them for you if you insist. 
; : Send for free folder 
who write us the most inter- 
esting letters about how about $500 Prize Offer 
eee Pee Se SEND coupon for free folder giving full 
basketball, boxing, baseball, particulars about the big $500 Sure- 
pee 2 Mg —_ or while Footedness ‘Prize Offer. You may win 
tat aaien, Soles tad poles, the $100 first prize, and have 46 chances 
$50; _ Ls Se, and 6th to win something. Clip and mail the 
prizes, each; ten prizes 
of $10 each; thirty prizes of a 
$5 each. THE BEACON FALLS RUBBER 
Contest open to everybody. SHOE COMPANY 
Ends Feb. Ist, 1926. Write 


a f, Makers of Top Notch Rubber and 
pod ond = which gives Canvas Rubber Soled Footwear 


Dept. C8. Beacon Falls, Conn. 











The Top Notch Cross on any canvas shoe guar- 
antees long, satisfactory wear. Always look for it. 











THE BEACON FALLS RUBBER SHOE CoO., 
Dept. C8, Beacon Falls, Conn. 


Please send me free folder, giving complete information about how to enter your $500 Sure- 
Footedness Prize_Contest. 


Name.. 


Address 
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The Largest Set of Testing Bells 


in the world are used in building 














OYS, how would you like to be able to 

throw your voice? You have all seen a 
ventriloquist on the stage, with his comical 
dummy, keeping the audience in an uproar with 
their side-splitting conversation. 

Of course, you know thedummy doesn’t really 
talk. It’s the ventriloquist. But how does he 
doit? Wouldn’t it be great to be able to do that 
too? Wouldn’t it be barrels of fun to have a 
dummy of your own and make him perform be- 
fore your friends, or ata party? Think of the 
glory and amusement you would get out of it. 

You can be a ven- 



























































































































BOYS’ LIFE. 


How to Be a Ventriloquist 


By J. M. Cummings 


following artists’ oil paints which come in 
tubes: red, yellow, white and black. First, put 
on a coat or two of flesh color, made by mixing 
a very little red and yellow with the white 
paint. When this is dry, paint the nose, 
cheeks, chin and ears red, made lighter with a 
little white, but paint the lips a deeper red. 
Paint the whites of the eyes, then use black for 
the eyes themselves, for the eyebrows, wrinkles, 
etc. 

The dummy’s head will then be complete 
except for a wig. Get some orange-red 
Diamond, or other household dye, and dye a 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


able to do this with ease, as interruptions by 
your dummy are extremely amusing, especially 
as you have to continually correct him about it. 


Talking Without Moving Your Lips 

To be able to talk without moving the lips 
seems to most people to be the hardest part of 
the ventriloquist’s art. But, it is really the 
simplest. To learn jhow properly, stand in 
front of a mirror and talk, noticing which 
words are the hardest for you to pronounce 
without moving the 
lips. You will find 
that words containing 
the letters B, M, P and 
W are made with the 
lips. F and V are 
made with the lower 
lip and upper teeth. 

Now, if you: use D 
instead of B, N instead 
of M, T instead of P, 
and (th) as in the 
word “think” instead 
of F and (th) as in the 
word “‘the” instead of 
V, you will not have 
any difficulty and the 
slight difference in pro- 
nunciation will scarce- 
ly be noticed. When speaking this way your 
teeth should be kept slightly apart as well as 
your lips, but avoid a strained expression on 
your face as you talk. 
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Ventriloquizing Without a Dummy 

This is much more difficult to do than when 
you use a dummy. You must practice a great 
deal before attempting to perform in public. 
The best way to practice is to get some friend 
to help you. Have him get in the next room, 
or in a trunk and talk to you. You must then 
notice how high his voice is; how indistinct and 
weak or muffled it sounds and then try to 
imitate that sound. Make the sound away back 
in the throat, keeping your lips and teeth 
almost closed. He can also help you by criti- 
cising your progress. 

Remember, you must first be able to imitate 
the sound as it would be coming from a distant 
place. Then you must direct your hearers’ 
attention to the place you wish them to believe 
the sound is coming from. Do this by a look, 
a nod, pointing or telling them where the sound 
is coming from. 


Conversation or Dialogue 
When you have made your dummy and 


cultivated a voice for him and learned how to 
talk without 
moving your 
lips, the next 
thing you 
need will be 
something to 
talk about. 
You may al- 
ready have 
some good 
ideas about 
what your 
conversation, 
or dialogue is 
tobe. If not, 
then here are 
some sugges- 
tions that will be very useful and amusing if 
cleverly performed: 

First, you might ask the dummy his name, 
then his age, his family and perhaps tell some 
jokes about them. Then ask him if he goes to 
school and what he learns there. Here you can 
introduce a lot of funny things about his 
studies, etc. He can also ask you some ques- 
tions, perhaps getting off a joke or two at your 
expense. Remember, you should always be a 
gentleman and be refined, while he may be 
sassy and unruly. He will constantly interrupt 
or contradict you for which you will have to 
correct him until finally it becomes necessary 
to lock him up in his suitcase or box until he 
promises to behave. This never fails to win an 
audience. You can make him sing or recite as 
a final number. 

If you are not original in thinking up jokes 
and funny dialogue, you can find plenty of them 
in the newspapers and magazines and at the 
theaters. 

Change your dialogue from time to time so 
as to have something new. 

If the dummy is about to “talk” to you, 
don’t look at him as if you expected it, unless 
you have asked him a question. Don’t get too 
close to the audience. 

Don’t practice too much or too long at a 
time. Fifteen or twenty minutes a day for 
about a week will be sufficient to enable you 
to start right in with your dummy. Then, if 
you will learn your dialogue by heart so that 
you won’t have any embarrassing delays and 
if you keep on the alert for new ideas and make 
your dummy act as funny as possible it won’t 
be any time at all until you will be in demand 
at all the parties, church fairs, school and lodge 
entertainments, etc., and then you will have 
the time of your life. 
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, Scrub Nelson, Hero 
(Concluded from page 17) 
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pass and ran the ball back twenty-five 
yards. 


Miller’s forty-yard line, Pee Wee called to the 
Field Judge and asked how much time was 
left to play. 

“Less than one minute,” the time-keeper 
answered. 

On the next play, Pee Wee carried the ball 
on an attempted run around Nelson’s end of 
the line, but gained only a yard. As he rose 
to his feet he called “Time out,” and throwing 
an arm over Nelson’s shoulder he limped off to 
one side, leaning on Nelson as if for support. 
Some of the other players started toward him, 
but he said he was all right, and sent them back. 
Dad was watching anxiously. 

“Nelson,” he thought he could hear him 
say, ‘““we’ve got to have this old game. See 
that pennant down yonder? It’s calling us. 
We gotta get there, and you’re gonna carry 
that old ball across that line this play. ’Mem- 
ber that 104 play you gave Dad? I’m gonna 
call it now. It’s dangerous, but if it works 
we'll score. You gotta do it, boy. It’s up 
to you.” And then, forgetting to limp, he 
trotted back to his place. 

“T thought so,” mumbled Dad, and Packers 
looked at him in surprise. He did not have 
time to ask Dad what he meant, for just then 
Pee Wee began calling signals, and the first 
two numbers brought him to attention. 

“19-104-33-41-98-36”’ and they were off. 
Pee Wee had the ball, and was racing toward 
his left end. Every man on Grandon’s team 
sensed what Pee Wee had told Nelson, and 
every man put his last ounce of effort into the 
play. The tackle was blocked out, the end 
was cut down, Morgan dived for Miller’s right 
halfback and knocked him flat. Dad looked 
for Nelson and found him racing across back 
of Miller’s line just ahead of Miller’s left half. 
The stands were roaring as they ran, but every 
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Grandon player on the sideline along with 
Dad and Packers, knowing how the play was 
expected to work, stood tense and watching to 
see if Nelson reached Pee Wee in time. Miller’s 
safety man came in fast and hard and it looked 
for a second as if he would beat Nelson to Pee 
Wee. Nelson saw this, and from somewhere 
called into play that last superhuman effort 
which athletes seem to have at the time of 
need, and crossed behind Pee Wee just a frac- 
tion of a second before the safety man dived. 
That fraction was just what was needed, for 
in that small space of time Pee Wee gave the 
ball a backward toss and Nelson, catching it 
while running full speed, headed for the Miller 
goal line. The Miller left half was too sur- 
prised to change direction in time to overtake 
Nelson, and before the spectators realized 
what had happened the touchdown had been 
scored, and Grandon’s substitutes were racing 
across the field to carry the exhausted Nelson 
off on their shoulders. 

No one cared that Randall failed to kick 
goal after the touchdown, and no one cared 
that the final whistle blew just as Pee Wee 
tackled the Miller man that caught the next 
kick-off. Grandon had WON, and on Scrub 
Nelson’s play, and Scrub Nelson had car- 
ried the ball across the line for the winning 
score. 

In the dressing room after the game, the 
players were congratulating Nelson on his 
splendid playing when Dad and Packers came 
in. Packers walked over to Nelson and said, 
“That was a wonderful play, Nelson, one of 
the most thrilling I have ever seen.” 

“Thank you, sir,” replied Nelson, “but if 
it had not been for Dad, it never would have 
happened.” . He walked over and held out 
his hand to Dad. 

“T want to thank you, sir, for something you 
told me here one afternoon. It made me re- 
alize why I had always been ‘Scrub’ Nelson.” 
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Milton Bradley Games for Children 

are on sale in Department Stores, 

Toy Shops, Specialty Sheps and 
Stationers everywhere 


Milton Bradley Co. 


68 Park Street 
Springfield, Mass. 





When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 








THREE GUARDSMEN 
(a Game of Strategy) 


Win gainst Big Odds 


Sip Milton Bradley game 
like that called the Three 
Musketeers is taken from a 


story by Dumas. 


In Dumas’ story, Athos, Por- 
thos, Aramis and D’Artagnan 
won against big odds and so 
may you in the “Three Guards- 


It is a wonderfully interesting 
game for both old and young 


and just as full of thrills as the 
story. Price, $1.25 


Other famous Bradley games are: 
UNCLE WIGGILY—from 


Howard R. Garis’ entertaining 
Uncle Wiggily stories. Live over 
again the adventures of Uncle Wig- 
gily Longears, with all your play- 
mates enjoying the fun with you. 
Price, 85c. 


PIRATE AND TRAVELER— 
which takes you around the world 
by steamship, ‘railroad, dog sleds 


and caravan routes. Price, $2.00 


LOGOMACHY — the 72-card 
a game, which has been the 
avorite spelling game for genera- 
tions. Price, $1.25 


RUMME — another great card 
game with 11 others, including 
Reno, Argentina, Goop, Turkette, 
etc. Price, 85c. 

SPOOF—The Cheer Up game 
based on a legend of the ancient 
Inca Indians of Peru. Price, $1.00 
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The BOY SCOUTS 
YEAR BOOK 


Edited by FRANKLIN K. MATHIEWS 
Here it is! All-ways the big book of the year! and you'll find it 
bigger and better than ever. In it are stories, articles, pictures 
that are dandies. The contents are divided into two parts: 
“The Stories Boys Like Best” and “Things All Boys Want to 
The best news is that in it you'll find Sabatini, Albert 
Fairbanks, 


Know.” 
Payson Terhune, Ralph Barbour, Douglas 
Dan Beard, Irving Crump, J. Allan Dunn, C. L. 
It is an all-star book for the all-around boy. 


Henry 
(‘Grizzly’) 
Smith, and others. 


A 


$2.50. 


The Boy Scouts Own Book 
Edited by FRANKLIN K. MATHIEWS 


For the boy who is waiting to become a Boy Scout this big book has been prepared. 


In its stories, articles and pictures you will find all sorts of interesting things, 


mostly about scouting. $1.75. 


The Boy Scouts Book of Stories 
Edited by FRANKLIN K. MATHIEWS 
A gold mine of entertaining reading is this book that brings together stories by 


such writers as Mark Twain, Robert Louis Stevenson, Booth Tarkington, O. 


Henry, Conan Doyle, 


The Boy Scouts Book of Campfire Stories 


Edited by FRANKLIN K. MATHIEWS 


nd others. $2.50. 


Here are stories by Henry Van Dyke, Jack London, Zane Grey, Ralph Connors, 
Rex Beach, Irvin Cobb, Stewart Edward White, and others equally popular. 
A book you ought toown! $2.50. 


D. Appleton and Company 


35 West 32nd Street - - - - New York 
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“Wyndham” 





| Wattles, reappear, 
| Clif and Tom to 
play and Loring to 
help by observa- 
tionandsuggestion. 
Another Barbour 
football story is 
Barry Locke: 
Half-Back, in 
which Barry not 
only plays football 
but assists his chum 
in solving a mys- 
tery that involves 
the family in which 


they board. The Hills- 
dale High Cham- 


pions, by Earl 


Silvers, follows Jackson 
of Hillsdale High. 
Yea Sheriton by 
George Pierrot and The 
Green Cby J. A. Meyer 
are other books in which 
athletics, school life and 
humor will be found. 
And among books 
athletic topics we should include 
two by Bucky Harris of the Washing- 
ton Baseball Club team, entitled 
Playing the Game and How to 
Play Baseball, the former being 
autobiographical and 


instructive. 


HIS contest is open to any reader of BOYS’ LIFE. 
| Write a letter containing not less than 100 words, nor more 
than 500, to the Book Review Editor giving your opinion of 
|any book, old or new, that is reviewed or advertised in the 
| November or December issue of BOYS’ LIFE: it may be a 
book you like or one you do not, give your reasons for either 
The letters must reach this ojfice on or before 
January 15,1926. Prizes will be awarded as follows 
by the Editors of BOYS’ LIFE: first, for the best 
letter, $5.00; second and third $3.00 and $2.00; and 
to five deserving honorable mention, $1.00 each. 


OOTBALL being the big interest at just this 

season first attention may well be given to some 
of the football stories appearing this year. Of 
}course, Ralph Henry Barbour’s stories of prep. 
familiar. This year the 
Series, which began last season 
with the publication of The Fighting 
Scrub, is continued with a new baseball 
story, Bases Full, and with a tale of the 
| football season called Hold ’Em Wynd- 
ham, in both of which the three heroes of 
the first book, Tom Kemble, Clif Brigham 
land Loring Deane, to say nothing of the 
latter’s manservant, 


school athletics are 
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nickname almost at once 
by his readiness to fight, 
and finds a friend in Martin 
Belcastel, a former com- 
rade of his father. Blaise 
and Martin join a group 
under the leadership of Jean 
Rebault that is journeying 
to America to found the 
colony. He escapes the dis- 
asters that fall upon the 
colonists and the massacre 


the very English by the Spaniards under 
Menendez, finally being 


rescued to return to France. 
There he learns why he has 
been unrelentingly pursued 
by his enemy and gains a 
treasure left by his father. 
This is used to help finance 
a second expedition formed to avenge the 
massacre of the French settlers, and the book 
closes after this has been accomplished. The 
pages of this book are full of adventure , and 
the hero and his friends, Belcastel, the wonder 
swordsman and the Indian, The Deer, will 
surely win many friends. 

Another book which was submitted for this 
prize and came near winning it is The Clutch 
of the Corsican, which tells the story of an 
American family held as hostages in a French 
prison camp for ten years in the days of 
Napoleon’s power. How the father is separated 
from them, and incarcerated, how the mother 
and her son keep up their courage and trace 
him across France to his prison house despite 
the intrigues of Bonapartist officials, and how 
at last all escape in a Yankee privateer is 
told vividly and entertainingly with enough 
suspense to hold unwavering attention. The 

sixteen-year-old hero will be particularly 
liked by boy readers. 


Indians and the West 


MONG other books which deal with 

historical episodes is a fine new edition 
of Parkman’s The Oregon Trail, a stand- 
ard account of experiences in crossing the 
continent in 1846 delightfully written. The 
author and his companions 
journey from St. Louis, visit 
Fort Leavenworth, cross the 
Platte and the desert, come 
to Fort Laramie, encounter 
Indian war parties, visit an 
Ogillallah village, pass down 
the latter the Arkansas and _ finally 
reach the settlements, with numberless ad- 
ventures and hunting expeditions by the 


Adventure ware. 


F PARTICULAR interest is the book which 
won the Charles Boardman Hawes prize 
offered for a book of the character of The 
Mutineers and The Dark Frigate; it is 
called The Scarlet Cockerel, and is by C. M. 
This is a romance of the period 
when France was trying to found a colony 
for French Huguenots in this country on the 
coast of what is now Carolina. 
The book takes its title from the youthful 
hero, Blaise de Breault, who enters Paris 
garbed in scarlet, makes an enemy and wins a 


Sublette. 


More about Indians and the old frontier is 
told in Simon Kenton the Scout, by J. L. 
Corby, in which the eventful life of this Indian 
fighter is related in story form; in Red Plume, 
which presents a picture of the day to day ex- 
istence of an Indian boy, being the story of 
a pioneer boy who is captured by a Blackfoot 
Indian, trained in Indian ways and at last 
escapes and finds his way back to bis own peo- 
ple;in True Indian Tales from American 
History, by James Otis, a new edition of an 
old favorite. 
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FOR ALL BOYS 














An old-time 
forest ranger 


has spun two yarns of 
the woods that are the 
real stuff 


TRAIL 
& 
PACK HORSE 


by James Howard Hull 
$1.75 
and 
SID TURNER, 
FIRE GUARD 
by James Howard Hull 
$1.75 
Then here’s a story of 
a wide-awake hoy at 


college, with something 
doing on every page. 


YEA, 
SHERITON! 
By George F. Pierrot 
$1.75 


Doubleday, 
Page & Co. 








1 | 
Every scout needs this book. It gives 
more real information in interesting 
form about animals, birds, and insects 
than a whole library of natural history 


ANIMAL 


ANIMA 


VLAND 


By WILLARD ALLEN COLCORD 


Thrilling, enter- 
taamings, and in- 
Three 
TRUE 


rmative. 
han oven 
s ies about 60 
diff _ ope of 
Anit . Birds, | 
and fasten de. | 
ightfully told. | 
mixteen 
fall-page illustra- | 
tions; 22 feature {| 
pages. Bound in } 
red cloth, stamped 
in colors, with 
jacket in colors. 


original 


12mo. 462 pages 
$1.75 net 


Selb Pros 


LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY'S 
BOOKS FOR BOY SCOUTS 


THE OREGON TRAIL. By Francis Parkman. 
With five illustrations in color by N. C. Wyeth. 
Describes Parkman’s actual w anderings in 1846, 

with a company of Sioux Indians, across the re- 

is ons of the Platte River, buffalo hunting in the 
Black Hills and return through the Rocky Moun- 
tains, $2.00 


JO’S BOYS, and How They Turned Out. By 
Louisa M. Alcott. With eight illustrations in 
color by C. M. Burd. 

What happened to Daisy and Demi, Nat and 

Dan, and the rest of Aunt Jo’ s little men and 

women. Sequel to “Little Men.’ $2.00 


GOLD-SEEKING ON THE DALTON TRAIL. 
By Arthur R. Thompson. With five illustra- 
tions in color by George Avison. 

Full of genuine adventure and information re- 
garding the manners and customs, flora and fauna 
of Alaska. A capital book for boys. $2.00 


1701-1703 Chestnut Street, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 





























For sale at all Booksellers 


LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY 
Publishers, 34 Beacon St., Boston 
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Stories of American History 

MONG sstories of American history of 

another type we find Pirates of the 
| Delaware by Rupert Sargent Holland, a story 
of Philadelphia a 
hundred years 
ago, and the ex- 
periences of a 
young student of 
law in his efforts 
to protect a 
French emigré, 
Marquis de Seve- 
rac and his 
daughter, from 
river pirates and 
an enemy from 
theirownland. How young Jared Lee succeeds 
and wins the heart of the charming Jeanne de 
Severac is all told in a book that will hold the 
reader’s interest from beginning to end. 

Old Hickory’s Prisoner by Bernard Mar- 
shall relates the adventures of another youth 
of that Delaroche family which has appeared 
in several books by the same author, Cedric, 
the Forester, The Torch Bearers and 
Redcoat and Minuteman, 

The story opens when Commodore Decatur 
in 1813 attempts to break the blockade of the 
New London harbor by the British, His 
failure is due to signal lights placed for the 
enemy. The young hero becomes involved in 
the pursuit of Windom, the man suspected of 
placing these signal lights, and is obliged to 
escape with Margaret Windom on a ship 
which takes them to Virginia. From there 
Hubert joins the Tennesseeans and eventually 
comes into Jackson’s army. There is fighting 
aplenty in the story and young Hubert finds 
a wonderful friend in Blue Feather, the Indian. 


To Make and to Do 


GOR those who are eager to know and to 
learn how to do, the publishers’ lists are 
jrich. First of all there is a new edition of one 
of Dan Beard’s most popular! books, The 
American Boy’s Handy Book, whic his full 
of instruction on how to do things, but contains 
as well a mine of suggestions as to what to do. 
A. Frederick Collins publishes an Amateur 
Photographer’s Handbook, which some of the 
boys who submit photographs to the Boys’ 
Lirk contest need very much, indeed, and 
The Boy Scientist, a volume of scientitic 
information and experiments to be performed 
with simple apparatus. Then Dan Beard 
has another) book with the challenging title, 
Do It Yourself. This contains instructions 
for the young fisherman, advice on stalking, 
photographing and capturing wild animals, and 
something about boats. And in this connec- 
tion, we should mention once again the 
Stanley Harris book, Baseball, How to Play 
It, which contains a wealth of advice about 
playing, and the positions especially directed 
to the youthful player. 

By Frank H. Cheley is The Boys’ Book 
of Camp Fires, which contains chapters 
of instruction on the building of tires, on camp- 
fire cooking, on stunts and “ames. suitable 
for use in camp, a sclection of songs to be sung 
akout the camp-fire, some hints on handicraft, 
and a whole section devoted to stories suitable 
for telling about the camp-fire. By Chelsea 
Fraser is a book which any parent should rejoice 
to present to any boy, The Practical Book 
of Home Repairs. The author of this book 
is a teacher of manual training, and learned 
through contact with his pupils that they 
would appreciate some instruction outside the 
woodworking taught in such course. A part 
of the book is devoted to the choice and care 
of tools; the remainder 
takes up the questions of 
repairs to the \house [and 
household goods, treating 
very fully many subjects 
from the repairing of up- 
holstery to that of concrete 
work. 

Of trie adventure, what 
can be more suggestive of 
interest and thrills than 
The Ways of the Circus, 
by George Conklin, which 
stands alone as a picture of 
circus |life. Among the new 
biographies written for 
boys, The Boys’ Life of General Grant, 
by William O. Stevens, gives an interesting 
and sympathetic account of this great soldier, 
and The Boys’ Life of Grover Cleveland, 
by Royal J. Davis, portrays political struggles 
of a period which lacks perhaps the appeal of 
those that preceded and followed it. 

A book of brief biographical sketches is 
Younger Days of Famous Writers, which 
includes a chapter on the boyhood of Daniel 
Defoe telling how his acquaintance with an old 
basket weaver who had been a sailor gave him 




















Tim hepty bee 
his Dr 


Vincennes. 






till. the “ste of the Long Knives 
was safely pulled onto the land | 


Over the Drowned Lands, in the dead 
of winter, with savage Indians on 
every side, Captain George Rogers 
Clark and his sturdy band of Trail 
Blazers advanced to the attack of 
Read about Tim, the drummer boy, and how 


he accompanied his famous American pioneer on his 


stirring conquest of the Northwest territory. 


There are no dull moments in this brave tale of patriotism. 


THE TRAIL’ BLAZERS 


Written by Lawton B. Evans 


Illustrated by Oliver Kemp 


PRICES $1.75 


It is almost like fighting through the forests yourself to 


read this story of our early history and you will like this 


book particularly as well as the other new 


Bradley Quality Books 





Every boy should have these books 
in his library 


SILVERSHEEN 
King of Sled Dogs 
By Clarence Hawkes 
Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull 


PRICE $1.50 
7 7 
LIGHTS OFF SHORE 


By Charles Pendexter Durell 


Illustrated PRICE $1.75 
vv 
PAL O’ MINE 


King of the Turf 
By Clarence Hawkes 
Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull 
PRICE $1.50 











They are all absorbing 


stories 


with excellent type and pictures 
books you will want to own 


and keep. 


Many of the books are based 
on actual historical events and 
characters, others on thelegends 
and folk tales of earlier times. 
All ages, and all tastes in read 
ing are covered by the wide 


range of titles 


Quality Books. 


of Bradley 


Ask your dealer to show you 
the new Bradley Books or 
write for the complete list to 


MILTON BRADLEY COMPANY 


68 Park Street 


Springfield, Mass. 


Bradley 
Quality 
Books 
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A new edition, commemorating the 
45th Printing. With a new pref- 
ace, a new cover and a new wrap. 


The American 
Boy’s Handy Book 


What to Do and How to Do It 


By Dan Beard 


Honorary Vice-President and National Scout 
Boy Scouts of Lmerica 





Commissionei 


Every scout and every scoutmaster ought to know Dan Beard’s great 
book of sport and outdoor adventure—* The American Boy’s Handy Book.’ 
Ii is the greatest treasure the boy of today can own, just as it has been the 
most prized possession of generations of American boyhood. Naturalists, 
explorers, artists, governors, senators, and even higher public officials are 
among the men who have told Dan Beard that their careers were powerfull) 


w inspiration derived from “The American Boy’s Hand) 


influenced by t 


Book It is as fresh, as exciting, as full of inspiring suggestions today a 
ever, and Dan Beard wields probably more intluence than any other educator 


American | 


in developing the wholesome, active, resourceful nature ot bo 
1 i s idapte 4 

\ wt t kind re ‘ traps ‘ 

¢ knots < tke bird-ca 
wild bird 1 ! 1 do tl usand 


, - ; . , 
Profusely illustrated with drawings by the author 


$3.00 at all bookstores 


+ 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

















“A Rich Haul” 


That 
fellow 
and hold the deck 


in Adventure 


the buccaneer spirit in 
like fo fly the Black 
with pirates. 


any 


blag 


will delight 


who would 








PIRATES OF 
THE DELAWARE 


By RUPERT SARGENT HOLLAND 


\ stirring tale of Philadelphia a hundred 
years ago—when highwaymen rode out of 
the shadows on the way to the Green Anchor 
Inn and mysterious craft lay in hiding off the 
Delaware capes Jared chivalrous 
protection of a pretty French girl and her 
father leads him into all the most exciting 
adventures of his times. Full of narrow es- 
capes and danger on land and sea. Colored frontispiece, three drawings in black and 


white. $2.00 


DAN BEARD’S WOODCRAFT SERIES 


Scouts, if you want to know about the woods, here are vour books. You don’t have 
start right in with the nearest fields and groves. 


| eS 


¢ cal 
Rupert Sargent Holland™ 





ilderness trail 
The New Volume This Year 
DO IT YOURSELF 


\ book of 


3060 Illustrations 


to have a w 


the big outdoors. It will help make any boy an independent woo0dsman. 


92.50 


Other Volumes in the Series 


BIRDS AND BROWNIES OF THE WOODS. 67 Illustrations. $2.50 
WILD ANIMALS, 72 Illustrations $3.90 
SIGNS, SIGNALS AND SYMBOLS. 362 Illustrations $3.00 


HANDY BOOK OF CAMP-LORE AND WOODCRAFT. 377 Illustrations $3.00 


much of the material that later went into that 
famous book, Robinson Crusoe. The author 
tells, too, how Defoe chanced upon that name 
for his hero. Fenimore Cooper’s early experi- 
ences and friendships among the Mohawk 
Indians which he later wove into his wonderful 
romances are sketched in another chapter, 
while a third shows how Charles Dickens’ bitter 
sufferings in boyhood gave him much of the 
material that later he used in his familiar books. 
Other writers, among them Alger, Mark Twain, 
Lewis Carroll, Howard Pyle and Robert Louis 
Stevenson, are included, in each case, the link 
between youthful experience and later achieve- 
ment being suggested. 
Books on Science 

For the young reader interested in science, 
a book edited by Edwin E. Slosson entitled 
Keeping Up With Science, which is com- 
posed of notes on recent progress and discovery 
in various sciences prepared for ‘unscientific 
readers,” will be of value. It touches upon 
many topics ranging all the way from medical 
discoveries to prehistoric drawings, and from 
a discussion of ** Indian Summer” to informa- 
tion about “‘ cooking on a mountain.” 

By Mary Proctor is an admirable book on 
astronomy that would be a wonderful com- 
panion on an overnight hike some clear 
winter’s night. It is called Young Folks’ 
Book of the Heavens. 

One of the “how to do it” books that will 
be of value to boys active in staging entertain- 





ments is Costuming a Play, by Grimball 


and Wells, which presents clear instructions 
and drawings for making simple costumes of 
different periods. Suppose We Play, by Imo- 
gene Clark, is a collection of indoor and outdoor 
games which should give valuable suggestions 
for the winter party or the summer camp. 


The Out-of-Doors 


A MONG the books about scouting and the 

out-of-doors will be found Clearport 
Boys, by Joseph B. Ames, in which most of the 
characters are scouts who have varied adven- 
tures in summer and winter hiking and camp- 


4 


ing. 
the woods and the animals there is The Living 
Forest, by Arthur Heming, in which two boys 
with a half-breed guide, wise in woods lore, are 
stranded in the northern wilds without 
supplies. The story of their escape over three 
hundred miles of wilderness, having to build a 
canoe, make clothing and find food, provides 
interesting reading. There are many attrac- 
tive illustrations by the author. Two books 


by James Howard Hull, Trait] and Packhorse 
and Sid Turner, Fireguard, show the ad 
venturous life of the forest ranger. 


& 





Here are mentioned only some of the season’s 
books that are worth attention. Next month 
we shall consider some books about the sea and 
ships, about the North, exploration and gold- 
seeking, and about animals. 


Book Week, November 8 to 14 
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NEW 
BOOKS 


for 
BOYS 


Silent Scot 
Frontier Scout 
by Constance Lindsay Skinner 
Pictures by Reisenberg 
The full story of Andy MacPhail, 
some chapters of which appeared in 
Boys’ Life. A new hero, already 
popular, and a new piece of Ameri- 
can history. $1.75 


The Shaman’s 
Revenge 


by Stefansson and Irwin 


A great adventure, with Kak, the 
Copper Eskimo, a Boys’ Life hero. 
For older boys. $2.00 


Tuning In 
at Lincoln High 
by Joseph Gollomb 
A story whirling with action, plot, 
fun and athletics, the trials and 


triumphs of life at a big public 
school in New York City. $1.75 


The Measure of 
a Boy 


by Walter H. Nichols 
Here are the four boys and the 
famous Sheriff Apple who solved 
the mystery in “Trust a Boy.”” Up 
against a harder problem this time, 
they solve it with the help of a boat 
which they build themselves. $2.00 
Prices subject to change ongpublication 


The Macmillan Company 


























For those who wish to learn the ways of | 




















BUGS, BUTTERFLIES AND BEETLES. 280 Illustrations $3.00 | r= 
VB. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, 237 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, Pas CTY § «=~ BOOK REVIEW CONTEST 
Please send me illustrated circulars of 2 PAY 7o ¢ , 
DO TE TOCRSELE. Bua SAE Price $2.00 | ORDER OF | fou $f. wits 
Name and Add-ess ' Fve Alara o£. 
: Boys'Life 
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THE BOY 


THE BOY 
SCIENTIST 
scewnsr | SCIENTIST 
(\ 44 i Zone pos 
SS) A. F. Collins 


\ 
bs With Frontispiece and 
339 Text Illustrations. 
Price $2.50 








A.FREDERICK COLLINS 


A whole library of entertaining and useful 
knowledge in one handsome volume. _ Its 
fifteen chapters—each a book in itself—clearly 
explain SPACE AND TIME; MATTER, FORCE, 
\ND MOTION; THE EINSTEIN THEORY; GEOLOGY; 
SURVEYING} ASTRONOMY; MICROSCOPY; PHOTOG- 


RAPHY; CHEMISTRY; PRECIOUS STONES; THI 
SPECTROSCOPE; X-RAYS; RADIO; MOTION-PIC- 
TURES; AND AVIATION. Ifa boy could have 


but ove book, this would deserve to be the 
one. 
Al all bookstores. Send for our 
Free Complete Catalogue 


LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO. 


Boston 





OU want to save 
money see page 62. 


OU want to earn 
money see page 66. 
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FOR ALL BOYS 





*Tenshun Scouts! 


ERE’S just the Cap to wear on those 
healthy hikes this Winter. 


When the snow crunches under foot and 
the wind howls over the hills you'll be 
snug inside an Ace Sport Cap. 


For hunting, hiking, skating, skiing, 
snowballing or snowshoeing, it’s as warm 
as a November camp-fire, as light as your 
neckerchief and as practical us your first- 
aid kit. 

You can buy the Ace Sport Cap in your 
troop and school colors. Made in two 
weights. Sells for 75c and $1.00. If your 
merchant cannot supply you, mail this 
coupon for Illustrated Folder and order 
blank. 


ACE 


Knitted Caps 


Trade Mark Registered Pat. Aug 12.1919 


© _TEAR_ OFF 
Seer 
me ' 
gency Coupon . 
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‘ Address----- aocote sm | 
pe rchant’s Name..-----" eee iy 
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(@!) — Jue 5 cial rings for Grammar and High Schools. 
‘ew catalog (600 designs) set free. Pins from 
axe 35c up. Save money. Write to-day. 


: C. K. GROUSE CO. 
46 Bruce Avenue North Attleboro, Mass. 












Gallic Wars. Cicero’s Orations. CAESAR Inter- 
linear Translations. Latin and English word for 
word. Postpaid, $2.15 each. 

PRACTICAL EDUCATIONAL SERVICE 
715-L Baltimoré Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 


A CHRISTMAS PRESENT ANY REAL BOY IS 
PROUD TO GET.—A boat he can sail. 


For $6.00 we will send prepaid a Metal Sail Boat 199 inches long, 
Knockabout rig, lead ballast, exact model of latest yacht design. 
Circulars on Sail and oe oats up oo ——— jong. Steam 
Engine and Boiler outfit for boats up to 32 inches. 

RICE MANUFACTURING COMPANY, East Boothbay, Maine 













Write for free a of 
- S. MY SUPPLIES 
Just the things every live boy 
wants—Shirts, Breeches, Knives, 
Axes, Bugles, Haversacks, Tents, 
Etc., at very lowest prices. 

y & Navy Supply Co. 
261. Box 1835, Richmond, Virginia 
























Any one can play this Big imported 
Jazzy Sax rightaway. No knowledge, 
of music required, no lessons. Play by, 
numbers instead of notes. 








Popular music, Jazz 


old time 


No Money 


Send just r name. When 
Sax and 87 FREE Songs arrive 
pay Postman ay 55 plus « few 
postage. ranteed or money 

. Don’t delay, act now! 








A BasKetballi 
Player With One 
Hand 


By Henry Ss. Curtis = 








A short time ago, while visiting a teacher- 
training class in Huntsville, Mo., I became in- 
terested in a young athlete by the name of 
Herbert Rhoads. 

This boy is five feet eleven inches tall with a 

chest expansion of five inches and an almost 
perfect physique with the exception that his 
left hand is missing. He is now seventeen 
years old. 
~ It develops that he lost his left hand by get- 
ting it crushed in machinery about four years 
ago. He got an artificial hand, but found it 
|too much trouble and discarded it. His par- 
ents always talked to him as though he were 
not in any way handicapped and encouraged 
him to go on and do everything other boys 
can do. The result has been that he'has almost 
|completely forgotten his physical handicap 
and is the star athlete of the high school. He 
ia a boy scout, plays on the regular basketball 
j team, having made as high as seven baskets 
from the field in a single game. He is on the 
track team and very fast, a wonderful tennis 
| player, and on the second team in football 
j and in baseball. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Two Giant Saws 











‘Two circular saws, each 1o8 inches in diam- 
eter, have just been completed by Henry Diss- 
ton & Sons, Inc., exact duplicates of two Disston 
cut-off saws made for the same mill in 1920, 
which then were the largest saws in the world. 
lhese saws are used for cutting giant cedar logs 
into shingle bolts. Each was made from a steel 
ingot weighing 1140 pounds. This ingot was re- 
heated, rolled and trimmed until the weight 
of the finished saw was 795 pounds. ‘The cir- 
cumference of the saws is more than 28 feet, 
and the rim when operating at full speed trav- 
els at the rate of 130 miles an hour. The teeth 
are inserted in the blade, 190 being required 
for each saw. They are of the spiral tooth 
type, inserted in the blade on spiral lines, which 
| insures smooth cutting and gives full clearance 
| 





without the necessity of setting them. They 
| are sharpened by automatic machinery. The 
| manufacture of saws nine feet in diameter 
| required steel of special composition, free from 
any defect, uniform in hardness and composi- 
| tion, having great tensile strength. This steel 
| was made in the Disston plant by a special 
process, and cast in a solid block. Then the 
ingots from the crucibles were heated and 
hammered into slabs, which in turn were rolled 
|into plates, one for each saw. Mills of enor- 
| mous strength drew the plates to the correct 
| dimensions for the saws, after many operations. 
| Next the plates were made ready for the inser- 
| tion of the teeth, hardened and tempered, and 
given the correct tension for operating at the 
terrific speed at which they must run. 








The Elephant and 
the Lamp 


| 











A curious experience fell to the lot of three 
men who were on a tiger-hunting expedition in 
India. To prevent the invasion of mosquitoes 
and other insects that would be attracted by 
the light in their quarters, the heavy cotton 
curtain that formed the door of the tent was 
closed, and the three friends were chatting 
across the table when suddenly the whole tent 
shook. As they looked around to see the cause, 
the heavy curtain was roughly snatched away 
and in the open doorway appeared the head of 
a big elephant. 

The men had no time to catch up their 
rifles. They knew by the appearance of the 
animal that he meant mischief. Lifting up the 
roof of the tent with his head he threateningly 
swung his trunk out at the man nearest to 
him. At this, the hunter sprang to his feet; 
seizing the lighted lamp from the table, he 
hurled it with all his strength at the animal’s 
forehead. The glass broke at the blow and the 
blazing oil covered the elephant’s trunk with a 
sheet of flame. With a cry of terror, the beast 
drew frantically back, shook off the curtain, 
and fled across the country—vanquished by a 
single blow from an oil-lamp. It was a for- 
tunate act, for the animal was no doubt “a 
rogue,”’ and would probably have killed one or 
more of the men. 








BOOKS FOR BOY SCOUTS 





THE BOY SCOUT BOOKS 


By Thornton W. Burgess 


These books have been written to demonstrate what may be accomplished by 
Boy Scout Troops, and at the same time to stimulate in boy readers a desire to 
learn for themselves the great lessons of manliness and _ self-reliance, of truth and 
courage, of purity, clean thinking and living. The titles are: 

THE BOY SCOUTS OF WOODCRAF. CAMP 
THE BOY SCOUTS OF SWIFT RIVER 

THE BOY SCOUTS OF LOST TRAIL 

THE BOY SCOUTS IN A TRAPPER’S CAMP 


Illustrated 


Price, each $1.75 





THE JUNIOR BOY SCOUT BOOKS 


By Russell Gordon Carter 


The Junior Boy Scout Books deal with the adventures of a sturdy American 
boy, Bob Hanson, and his friends in the Cedarville Troop, Number 1 of the Boy 
Scouts, and their success in developing fine traits of self-control and the self- 
reliance that will make them better citizens. 

BOB HANSON, TENDERFOOT 

BOB HANSON, SCOUT 

BOB HANSON, FIRST CLASS SCOUT 
BOB HANSON, EAGLE SCOUT 


Illustrated 


At All Book Stores 


THE PENN 
COMPANY 


PHILADELPHIA 


The titles are: 


Price, each $1.50 
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FOUR OUT 
OF FIVE! 


A Story of 


Buried Treasure 


This is really a story of 
buried money—gold that 
is near enough to you so 
that you can start dig- 
ging very soon. 


One fellow who followed 
instructions unearthed 
$23.75 in one day. That 
was a big day to be sure! 
Some fellows stop at $5.00 
or $10.00! But they 
could have kept on and 
had more. 


Here’s the Secret 


Four out of five boys sub- 
scribe for BOYS’ LIFE because 
they first see a copy. Why 
not show yours and dig upa 
lot of buried treasure in cash, 
commissions and bonus 
money? Hundreds of boys 
are doing it. 


For help and supplies, just write to: 
Sales Desk, 


BOYS’ LIFE 


200 Fifth Ave., New York City 


I 


























Hl ‘Do Animals Obey the 


Ten Commandments? 


| Famous naturalist 
| makes an amazing 
| discovery ! 
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Ernest Thompson 
Seton, the distin- 
guished naturalist, says 
that they do. Years of 
observation have con- 
vinced him that wolves, deer, 
squirrels, birds and other ani- 
. mals instinctively recognize and 
live by the principles of conduct 
which Moses expressed in the Ten 
Commandments. Mr. Seton has col- 
lected from the pages of his notebooks 
actual instances in which animals showed by their 
actions that they were governed by the seven great 
“thou shalt nots” and the three great “thou shalts.”’ 
And _now these fascinating observations have been 
published in an absorbing little book which is full oi 
meaning for everyone who believes that the whole 
creation is governed by an All-Wise Intelligence. 


THE TEN COMMANDMENTS 
IN THE ANIMAL WORLD 


A truly amazing disclosure! These remarkable 
observations come straight from the notebooks 
of this great pioneer naturalist and woodsman. 

A handsome volume, richly bound in dark 
green cloth and stamped in gold. Only a 
few introductory copies will be sold at 


this special price. Doubleday, 
Mail This Cou N Page & Company, 
pon Now oF wat i.c asi 


Special Introductory Offer ? Garden City, N.Y. 
ONLY @ Please send me a spe- 
Fd cial introductory copy of 

omecon f —_ , Cone 

* In the Animal World,”” by 
While they Ernest Thompson Seton. If re- 
last mittance of one dollar is not en- 
closed herewith you may send the 

k C.O.D., plus a few cents postage. 
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It takes a Flexible Flyer to beat a Flexible Flyer 


















Look for this trad 


on the sled you buy. 


o The sled that really steers 


Might as well ask a “‘flivver” to beat the Twentieth 
Century Limited, as expect an ordinary sled to beat a 
Flexible Flyer. 
Flexible Flyer in a race. 
easiest-steering sled : a fellow would want. 


Only a Flexible Flyer can trim a 
The speediest, strongest, 


Ask your dealer or 
write to us, for a 
Free cardboard 
model showing how 
Flexible Flyer steers 
and how to get an 
“Expert Coaster” 
button. 


S.L. ALLEN & CO., Inc. 
Dept.37 Philadelphia 











Watchmaking, Jewelry, En- 
graving and Optics 
Say, boys, have you made up your mind what you are go- 


ing to be? Shall it be a trade, a profession, or something 
in the mercantile line How would you like to become a 


Watchmaker and also take up Jewelry Work and Engrav- 
ing? It 3 C nice, clean business and a trade that pays 
good salari 


Address HOROL OGICAL, Department 101, Bradley 
Polytechnic !nstitute, Peoria, Ill., asking for full 
particulars. One of our latest art catalogues will interest 


you, it is free for the asking 








Dry or wiry hair 
made smooth 


Smooth, softly lustrous hair — 
You can have it too 


TACOMB easily trains the most 
rebellious hair. Try this marvel- 
ous cream. 
Stacomb helps prevent dandruff 
too. In jars, tubes or liquid form, at 
drug or department stores. 














Standard Laboratories, Inc., 
Dept. Y-24113 W. 18th St., N.Y.C. 


Please send me, free of charge, a 
generous sample tube of Stacomb. 


Free 


Ofer Midas... 












































ec THE HOUSE THAT HELPS 7% 
\Z F 32 
<4 Entertainments for Boys $3 
M4 Our Free Catalog L-11 is full of Good Clean 4 
4 Plays, Drills, Monologs, parame Material, KY 
4 Operettas, Songs, ete. “Popular Para- 4 
Rg dies for Group Singing.” 35 cts. %% 
Mi Ew = pe? 
Mf ELDRIDGE gi 
£2 so ENTERTAINMENT HOUSE <3 





DENVER COLORADO 







‘FRANKLIN OHIO 





A “PINNING HOLD” 


right arm barred t 
your ieft hand and his left 
arm barred with leg 





Revealed by Champions 


Frank Gotch and Farmer Burns 


from two ch i The reg- 





Now can Jearn 

ular Bolde—the blocks = breaks—many secret tricks, never 

revealed before—all these you may master absolutely. Be- 

come an expert wrestler and handle bigger men with ease. 

Fucmer Burns “father of scientific wrestling,”’ trainer of 
pions—among them the great world’s champion, Frank 

Goteh, will train ry 8 me @ great athlete, a 

restler, and A MAN 


Vigor! Endurance! Bravery! 


Wrestling is a wonderful sport, a wonderful means of self- 
defense and more. It is the greatest mind ard body builder 
in the world. It breeds quickness, vigor, endurance, bravery, 
all the manly qualities that men defer to and women AG 
mire. It develops every muscle in your body. It gives 
you poise. You can lay the foundation for a vigorous, 
successful self-reliant manhood, if you start now to learn 
to wrestle. Do not put off. Begin today. 

“Wrestling is exceptionally fine exercise for a normal boy 
of normal health; but a boy should always know that his 
health is normal before he undertakes any such heavy 
exercise as wrestling, running races, football, or the like. 
Boys, you need exercise and you want it. You want to be 
good baseball players, good wrestlers, good in all the 
manly sports. Speak to your parents and urge them to 
have your family physician examine your heart, and your 
lungs and your kidneys; at least that much, before you go 
into sports that tax your full strength. And remember, 
that wrestling is a vigorous sport, and we want only a 
perfectly healthy, normal boy to write for this free book 
on wrestling.”’ Get the inside secrets on wrestling from 


world champions. 
Write for Big Book! 
wrestli book. » Sows 


Lae rateten tn to cgnd foe Farmer Burns’ 


how easy you s., $c wi 

Jul-Jiew and Sett-Detense. It is pack full'o of information a shout 

wrestling and wres' le tricks are revealed. Ab that 
every boy should be have. No ag tion. Jestapeless 10 to net cover 

cost cost of wrapping and postage. rigution Be sure to give 


Farmer Burns School **** Raiway, Exchange Bide. 
















IT MAY NOT LOOK 
LIKE HIM ON THE 
OUTSIDE BUT IT 
I$ JUST AS EMPTY 
ON THE 
INSIDE 


UST because a pumpkin is hollowed out is no 
reason why it should be compared to empty 
headed old Idle Five Minutes. It is rather a 
“punk” joke on the “pumpkin” to compare 
them. After all a pumpkin has one bright 
idea in its head even if that idea is but a lighted 
candle. 

Well let’s be thankful that old I. F. M., the 
laziest scout on any record—gramaphone or 
otherwise—comes around only once a month 
instead of seven times a week. At that four 
minutes and fifty nine and one-half seconds 
is quite long enough to put up with him. 

Come on, boys, shoot the brightest ideas 
you have in the way of jokes and see if we can’t 
scare him away inside of the time limit. 

For jokes published we give as prizes the new 
1926 Boy Scout Diary. 

Any sender who wants his joke back (some 
do) must send a stamped and addressed 
envelope. We do not have any correspondence 
about the jokes, for that would exceed the time 
limit. Send your best, boys, and slam them in 
good and ‘hard. 


Scratch! Scratch! 


With a gesture of impatience, the old 
farmer laid aside his paper and went to the 
door. ‘Come in,” he said; but silence fol- 
lowed. He closed the door and went back to 
his paper. Presently, he went to the door 
again, and again he found no one there. 

““What’s the matter?” asked his wife. 

“That blamed dog,” he grumbled, “has been 
scratching at the door to git in for the last 
hour, but he runs away every time I open it.” 

“That ain’t the dog,” she explained, “‘that’s 
the hired man writing a letter on the kitchen 


table.” 


Too Often The Case 
Sam: Yo ain’t got no brains. 
Tam: Ain’t got no brains? Why, man, 
ah got brains what ain’t nevah been used. 





Know More 
““Lookee heah, Joe, how come you all to 


teach dat mule all dem trecks? Ah can’t make 
mah mule do anything.” 
“Dat’s easy, youse all jes’ has to know moh 


dan de mule.” 


Down in the Mouth 
Jake: What are you crying for? 
Jack: The doctor has taken out one of my 
teeth.” 
Jake: Pooh! Uncle Eb takes all of his out 
every night, but he doesn’t holler. 
Doesn’t Matter 
Recruiting Sergeant: I can’t enlist you, my 
good man, you’ve only one eye. 
Patriot: That doesn’t matter. You’ve got to 
shut one eye when you’re shootin’ anyway. 


—_ 





ZR. 





Brief 
Newspaper Editor: Your story should be 
at least 200 words shorter. 
Writer: Why, it was only 200 words. 
Newspaper Editor: That’s just it. 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


BOYS’ LIFE 


Think and Grin 


Edited by Francis J. Rigney 









Is There? 


Ike: Did you take a shave this morning? 
Mike: No, is there one missing? 


Fair Enough 
Lady of the House: Yes, I have an old pair 
of my husband’s trousers, but I’m afraid 
they’re too large around the ‘waist for you. 
Tramp: Well, couldn’t you gimme a dinner 
that would make ’em fit? 





a nee 
Principal (to student): Well, John! What's 


the matter? 
Student: No Sir! 
on me. 


Falling down on your work? 
All the work’s falling 


In the Air 
Seasoned Sergeant: Define the word, HALT. 
Raw Recruit: When the order “Halt” 
is given you bring the foot that is on the 
ground to the side of the one that is in the air, 
and remain—motionless. 


Mixed 
Tramp (at back door): Lady, won’t you 
give a poor stranger a bite to eat, I’m so thirsty, 
I don’t know where to sleep to-night. 


Tough Luck 
An old woman, famed for the turkeys she 
bred on her farm, sold one just before Christ- 
mas to a neighbor. But on Christmas Day 
Mr. Smith found the turkey particularly 
tough. Next day he went to the old woman 
to complain. 
‘‘What do you mean by sending me such a 
bird?” he asked. 
“Why,” exclaimed the old women, “was any- 
thing wrong with it?” 
“Wrong, madam, why it was no good at 
all!”” 
“Then, it should have been,” she answered. 
‘That bird won the first prize at the local 
poultry show for eleven years ih succession.” 








Hard Hit 


Instructor of Pugilism: Well, what do you 
think of your first lesson? 
Pupil: I’ve decided to have the rest by mail. 


Tracks 
“There goes a great track man.’ 
“He looks like a hobo to me.” 
“He is.” 

So That He Could Stick To His Story 
Bill: Have you a pencil and a piece of paper? 
Pete: What kind of paper? 

Bill: Fly paper, it’s for an aviator! 
It Is, Too 
It is four minutes from two to one to one 
two and that it is four minutes from two to two 
to two two, too. 
Names of winners appeared in previous issues 
of Boys’ Lire. 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


LIIZER 


£5105 oat oFr 


“Bill Carola”’ 
Land. 





Couldn *t Play a Note — 


Now Makes *100% 


“When I sent for your catalog, I didn’t know a 
note of music. A few months after I bought my 
Wurlitzer instrument, I had taken my place in a 
professional orchestra. Now I am making $100 
a week, three times what I madeasaclerk. I 
ae — at easy it is— anyone 
who can whistle a tune can lear: i 

cal instrument.”—Bill Carola, a 


Free Trial—Easy Payments 


You may now have any Wurlitzer instrument 
fora weck’sfree trial in yourownhome. Examine 
the instrument, note the fine workmanship, the 
full, rich tone value and —— how easy it 
is to play. No obligationto ~ expense for 
the trial. We make thisliberal offer because we 
want you to try for yourself a genuine Wur- 
litzer instrument, the result of 200 years’ experi- 
ence in musical instrument building. 


Easy payments are arranged to suit your con- 
venience. Thisis your opportunity to try a fam- 
ous Wurlitzer instrument in your own home. 


Illustrates and describes every known 
musical instrument—more than 3000 are 
ticles, many of them shown in full 
colors, All genuine Wurlitzer instrue 
ments—buy direct from Wurlitzer, 
tam and save eer. peci 
offers on complete outfits, 


We also give you our Free 
Trial, Easy Payment Plan, 
No obligation. 
Send Coupon 
Today! 





TheRudolph WurlitzerCo., Dept. 1148 
} 117. 4th St.Cincinnati 3295. Wabash Ave. Chicago 
120W.42ndSt.NewYork 250StocktonSt. SanFrancisco 


Send me your Free Book on musta! instruments. Also 
your Free Trial, Easy Payment Pian. No obligation. 





Ne nitinisieaiaiinatiitibs cnidineaiinkidiniscnic 


City. 














LEARN CARTOONING 


Turn your hobby into a profitable 
occupation. If you like to draw, 
become a CARTOONIST. 
You can learn cartooning at home, 
in your spare time. The Landon 
Picture Chart method of teaching 
makes original drawing easy to 
learn. By fis method the Landon 
School has trained many boys who 
are nowsuccessful cartoonists earn- 
ing $50 to $200 and more per week. 
Write for Free Chart 
to test your ability, also full information about the 
Landon Course and book of cartoons by successful 
Landon students. Please state your age. 


THE LANDON SCHOOL 2696 National Cidg 


Cleveland, Ohio 
1925 
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| Wings of Spee 


(Concluded from page 32) 














but the Jap’s still flying the course—above 
us.”” 

The plane was vibrating terrifically—th- 
stick jerking from side to side in Rod’s hand. 
He clutched it with his left hand, and steadied 
the action somewhat, but the plane was rocking 
violently from side to side. ' 

“Kyoti’s got a small lead. His starboard 
wing’s badly damaged. Keep her jon the 
course, Rod—we’ve got a chance yet. 

Fighting the jerking stick, caused, Rod 
knew, by the shattered wing tip, he held the 
plane on the course. They were only a hun- 
dred feet above the ground, and the action of 
the ship was becoming more violent each 
second. 

“She’s losing altitude!’’ Duke shouted ex- 
citedly. “The Jap’s losing altitude! She’s 
on our starboard, dropping down. We're 
gaining, Rod—we’re gaining!” — oaks 

With all the strength remaining within him 
Rod was fighting the plunges of the Liberty. 
Would the wing hold out until they finished 
the race? His eyes were commencing to burn 
now, and he could scarcely see the air-speed 
meter. But Duke’s voice reassured him. 

“Hold her up, old man. Only a mile more! 
We're doing a hundred and _ seventy-five. 
Hold her up.” 

They roared onward. Rod’s head was sway- 
ing from side to side, as he kept the ship level 
with the horizon. And then, suddenly and 
unexpectedly, he saw the towers—the black 
one, and the red one far to the starboard, loom 
into sight. - 

“Hold her!” Duke was screaming. ‘We're 
right behind the Jap—we’re close, Rod.” 

Something flashed by on the starboard. A 
second later the black shape of the tower 
streaked behind on the port. A field, level 
and of good length, was below. 

“Cut her!” the mechanician shouted. ‘We 
win, old man—we win!” 

With his last strength Rod pulled back the 
throttle with his left hand. Holding the stick 
back he let the plane drop slowly to the ficld. 
After what seemed an eternity of time, they 
struck the ground, bumped along and came 
slowly to a complete stop. Rod slumped 
down in his seat. He was shaking all over. 
But in his ears rang, above the still-present 
throb of a motor that was now silent, the last 
words of Duke Young—‘“ we win, old man, we 
win!” They had won the International! 

“Some race,” he muttered to himself happily, 
“if you like flying!” , 


' 





‘The Spectre of Le. 
| Mort Swamp 
| __Concluded from page 27) 











one foot and then the other leaving each mon- 
strous imprint a dozen feet or more from the 
last. Occasionally he paused to scatter some- 
thing in the snow by his foot. 

“T suppose that’s the blood,” grinned Bud. 
“Well, I'll hand it to him all right. He’s clever 
enough to fool that whole gang of Canucks. 
And he had me guessing pretty hard too,” he 
finished rather lamely. 

The would-be spectre soon, disappeared 
around the bend in the trail and MacGreggor 
cautiously followed at a safe distance. 

For two hours he dogged the plodding foot- 
steps during which time but little more than 
two miles had been covered. Snow was again 
falling when the man ahead halted his jerky 
gait before a brush shelter in a thicket of pine. 
Here he set aside his pole, removed his cluensy 
foot gear and entered. The dim light. of a 
candle partially disclosed his further move- 
ments through the low opening which served 
as a door. 

Bud waited patiently until he rolled himself 
round and round in a long blanket, blew out the 
light and lay still. For nearly an hour then, 
he crouched in the deep shadow of a thick fir 
until a sonorous snore, thrice repeated, apprised 
him that the Loup Garou, or his earthly repre- 
sentative, slept. 

He stole forward silently. Just inside the 
entrance his grouping hand encountered a thin 
rope of braided caribou hide. With the end of 
this he formed a noose and turned to the sleep- 
ing man. To throw the loop over his shoulders 
and draw it taunt across the elbows was but 
the work of a second and before the stranger 
was fully awake his feet had also been secured. 
Then switching on his flash he pulled back the 





When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 








IVORY SOAP 


SCULPTUR 


The SOUIRREL | 


BOUT the busiest little thing in the 
woods this month is Mr. Squirrel. 
The‘thrifty little chap is scurrying about, 
gathering his supply of nuts for the 
winter and storing them away in a 
convenient place. 

To make him, hold your bar of Ivory 
Soap in an upright position and on the 
sides mark the outline of your squirrel. 
With your knife cut away the soap up to 
the dotted lines. Do the same with the 
front and back. 

You now have a squirrel in the rough 
(and don’t be discouraged if it looks very 
rough). Now you will need your wooden 
or wire tool to shave him down to the 
finished model. Remember to turn the 
soap often and to shave off a very little 
at one time. You will notice that the 
front paws are a little below the upper 
quarter of your soap and the joints are 
at the center division where they meet 
at the top of the hind legs. When you 
have made your model look as much like 
the drawings as possible, use the point of 
your wooden tool to put in the markings 
of the eyes, nose, mouth, claws and tail 


LESSON No. 9 
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YOUR TOOLS 

Penknife or paring knife; 1 orange 
stick with blade and pointed ends 
(wooden tool A); 1 orange stick with 
hairpin bent, as shown (B) tied to the 
end of the stick and filed sharp (C & D, 
wire tool). - 

Your materials—a cake of Ivory Soap, 
laundry size preferably. 

Don’t forget—save all your shavings 
for your mother. She can use them for 
the dishes or to launder her finest things. 

AND REMEMBER—After the scrim- 
mage on the football field, or blazing 
bonfires, or nutting parties or any of the 
outdoor things you do this glorious 
weather, you’re bound tocome home hun- 
gry—anddirty. That’s the timeforJvory. 
Ivory first. Always be sure your hands 
are perfectly Ivory-clean before you go 
to the table. Not only is it good man- 
ners, but it’s healthier and safer. 





2 


The Ivory way is a pleasant way’ of 
chasing dirt and germs. You always 
have the same nice, white, pure, fresh- 
smelling cake. And of course, it floats! 


PROCTER & GAMBLE, Cincinnati, Ohio 


IVORY SOAP 


eA 
99**/:0070 Pure. It floats 
Copyright, 1925, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincianati, Orie 











No Fumbling, 
Now! You 


Can Catch $2 


SIGNALS, team-mate! Watch Old Tough Luck. Bowl him over. Don’t let 
him keep you from catching the $2.00 you need to renew your subscription for 
BOYS’ LIFE. 

It would be tough luck for sure to miss the coming copies of BOYS’ LIFE. Look 
up page 4 right away and see the treat that’s in store for BOYS’ LIFE readers. 
Then get the jump on shifty Tough Luck by sending your renewal order in NOW. 
Mails are slow and copies of BOYS’ LIFE go fast these days. 

AND how about some spare money in your pocket, too. BOYS’ LIFE will be 
paying out big commissions and bonuses to hundreds of fellows who will be selling 
subscriptions from now until Christmas, JOIN THE BUNCH AND EARN 
YOUR SHARE, 


Write right away for the “Golden Opportunity Outfit.”’ 


BOYS’ LIFE 
200 Fifth Avenue 





New York City 



























































































Wrigley’s is as beneficial as it 
is pleasant and lasting. 





Regular use of it will aid the 
teeth, appetite and digestion. 





It cleanses the teeth, removing 
food particles that cause decay. 





Good gum is ond | for you— 
doctors and dentists affirm this. 





Let the children have Wrigley’s 
for lasting pleasure and benefit. 





Eat wisely, chew your food well 
and use Wrigley’s—after every meal. 





You will note a marked improve- 
ment in your health and spirits. 





Smiles come easier, breath is 
sweeter, the world is brighter 
with Wrigley’s — after every meal! 


Fils 














| Metvin H. 


| Mondays, 


| blanket from a swarthy face amid an accom- 
| paniment of picturesque profanity. 

| Bud grinned at the blazing eyes and dis- 
| torted features before him. 

“Well, U'll say, you're some Loup Garou all 
right,’ he taunted heartlessly as he turned to 
examine more closely the great, clumsy foot gear 
and the crude trumpet of birch bark which had 
evidently done service in producing the weird 
screeches which had so dis turbed the camp. 

Three days later, with the help of Connie 





Lewis his prisoner was lodged in the jail at 
Caribou together with Black Pierre, who was | 
implicated in his confession. The North Star 
company also figured in the background, but 


the connection was so difficult to trace that it.| 


seemed useless to begin proceedings against 
them. 

Bud already had too much upon his hands 
anyway for two days later he again started 
north with additional supplies and nearly two 
score of sturdy lumberjacks. 








The Lone Scout 


(Concluded from page 17) 








AL FRED LELAND MOONEY announces 
the discontinuance of his paper, The Poetical 
Scribe, with the August issue. 

OOSTER BOY has discontinued and the 

, publishers are having ational Scout fill 
the subscriptions. 

Pita is back on a semi-monthly basis with no 
guarantee as to size. 

The officials were surely generous by giving 
us so much space in the equipment number of 
Scouting. 

The twenty-page anniversary 
Tug has appeared. 


issue of The 








Pow-Wows 
OLANS for an Idaho Boosters’ League are 
under way, and five scouts are behind it.— 
GIBSON, 


HE Seminole Tribe of Lone Scouts won the 

Sportsmanship Cup offered for the best all- 
round sportsmanship in a baseball tournament 
conducted recently by The Chicago Daily 
Journal. 


"THE Lone Scouts of Kansas City are broad- 

casting programs from station KWKC on 
under the direction of Elmer C. 
Hodges, G. C. 

The Tug will hereafter be illustrated with 
occasional photos of scouts. Ted C. Schneider, 
rr2 East Miller Street, Jefferson City, Missouri, 
is the publisher. 


HE Third National Lone Scout Rally 
was held August 15 and 16 at Kolzy Forest 
Preserve, one of the most beautiful spots of 
Cook County’s (Ills.) large forest reserves. 
It was a two-day affair and Saturday night a 





great bunch of scouts were assembled. A large 


| pow-wow was held and speeches were heard . 


| him his 


|} and 





| 
| 


| you first heard of BO LIF 
| parents or the giver decide to shecied c. 


the 10th of the second 
| lication. 


} SC ribed. 
lthe stories and also Dan Beard’s 
| section. I at 


. year and has never missed an issue. 


from Mr. Armstrong Perry, President Enright 
of the Chicago Lone Scout League, Editor 
Brennwald of the League’s paper, and others. 
Nominations for Council Chief were talked 
about, and two scouts in Council Ten told of 
their desiring to run: Frank Lass, now of 
Chicago, and Clarence A. Diebert, from Mt. 
Pulaski, Illinois. Ralph Hill Salazar stated that 
he would run in California, Council Thirteen. 


P TO last January Scout Edwin Enright 

had something like 76 amateur tribe-paper 
points. Then he tried local publicity and he 
earned his bronze medal one month later. He 
had been in the organization for four years and 
had only the above few points till he tried local 
publicity for getting points. One month later 
he won hissilver, then his gold, and finally his 
Quill, in June, 1925.—TeEp HALipay. 


HE third best publication received in the 

same period is The Jilini, which changes edi- 
tors whenever a new Council Chief is installed. 
Albert Shanholtzer is the 1925 Illinois Council 
Chief, from Coatsburg, Ill. The Iilini features 
news of the Council District doings and offers 
its space to discussions on topics which are 
brought to Scoutdom’s attention from time to 
time. 


WO Lone Scout editors have been awarded 

Merit Medals for issuing their papers on time 
for six months: Ted Schneider of Jefferson 
City, Mo., managing editor of The Tug; Ralph 
Carmichael, South Bend, Ind., editor,of Pita, 
which appears twice a month. r 


THE Chicago Lone Scout, official organ of the 

Chicago Lone Scout League, the largest local 
organization, is known as the most reliable 
publication in the field. It is going on its third 





Winner- 





Why-lI-Subscribed Contest 
Philip F. Teufl (Age 14). Beloit, Wis. 








HILE in conversation with a boy friend 
on his front porch, the mailman brought 
3oys’ Lire for which he had sub- 
He opened it and we read some of 
Scouting 
once became interested in it 
asked him to let me take one of his old 
copies home. He did and I showed it to my 
mother and father. They were both deeply 
impressed by its good clean stories, and even 


more so by the educational topics. The 
following Christmas I received Boys’ Lire for 
one of my presents. 

I have been a reader of this magazine for 
two years now and enjoy it very much. If I 


BOYS’ LIFE 








Making 
With Speed and Safety! 

Boys! if you want the speed and lightness of 
the wind—if you want to skim the ice and make 
the curves Tae Atel with firm, sure feet — then get 

rt’s “‘World’s Best’’ Skates. 

You M see 3 built in every detail of the 
braced and tempered steel runner—the one- 

iece, seamless bell-shaped cups—the reinforced 

oot and ankle su porting shoe attached to 
Planert’s * “Northlights 

james Bourke in his ‘ ‘Human Top_ Spin,” 
Claudius Lamy in his record broad jump, Hockey 
Players and Champions use and recommend 

“Northlight” Skates because their excellent 
quality and sturdy construction give them 
super-strength. 

hey cost no more than others—are safer, 
stronger, better made and guaranteed. Look 
for the Trade Mark on every pair. 

If your dealer does not have them, write to us 
and we will see that you are supplied. 

Planert’s “Northlight” 

Men and Boys Racer. Also furnished in Hockey 
or Rink type for Men, Women, Boys and Girls. 
Racer or Hockey, Aluminum Finish, $11.00 
Racer or Hockey, Nickel Finish . . $12.50 
Pianert’s ** Winner” 

New Model, allstyles. Made 
to meet the demand for a 

moderately priced skate, 
Racer or Hockey, 
Aluminum Finish, $7.50 
Send for descriptive Folder 














beet 


<? > Wore’ “Russells” 
ESE FAMOUS, hand-made 


Moccasin Shoes are made to 
4 the same sort of nature shape 
as the Indian’s scouting moccasin. 


But no Indian squaw ever had the wonderful 
leather, or the years of training that go into 
Russell’s famous hand-made footwear! 


Ae 

€ Outdoor folk ~ 4 ars have worn these easy, 
= 

rg 






tough boots and s. One chap “trekked” 
1800 miles through trackless British Columbia 
in a pair of Russell Moccasin Boots. 





were advising a boy to select a magazine, I 
would say Boys’ Lirr. There is no boys’ | 
magazine that has as good and interesting | 
stories and educational features. Ask any | 
boy who gets Boys’ Lire.” 


see cl A 
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Rules of the Why-I-Subscribed Contest | 


1. BOYS’ LIFE will give each month a prize of $5.00 
for the best letter answering the = questions: a. How 
YS’ LIFE. What made you, your 
id you earn 
the subscription price yourself, and if so, how? You need 
not have earned your own money, but if you did, tell how. 
d. How would you tell another boy why he should subscribe 
for BOYS’ LIFE? 
Any reader of BOYS’ LIFE under eighteen years of 
age may compete. 
3. Descriptions must be typewritten, or written legibly in 
ink on one side of the paper only. 


4. Descriptions must not exceed 1,000 words. 


5. The name, address and age of the author, and if a scout 
his troop number, should appear in the upper right-hand | 


| 
corner of the page of the manuscript. |= 


6. Manuscript must be marked “For the Why-I-Subscribed | 
Contest,” and must reach us by the first of the second month | 
preteding the date of the issue.. | 


7. The Editorial Staff of BOYS’ LIFE will act as judges | | 
of the letters submitted, and any letter, whether prize winrang | 
or not, is to be available for publication. 








Photographic Contest Rules 


(Photographic Contest on page 24) 








These instructions must be followed, otherwise pictures 
will not be considered: 

1. Pictures must be taken by the contestant and related to 
Scouting directly or indirectly. 

irectly: Activities of scouts, hiking, camping work, etc. 

Indirectly: Animal and other nature studies. 

2. Photographs for any contest must reach the editor before 
| month preceding the date of pub- 
The competition is open to all readers of BOYS’ 
LIFE. 

3. Name and address of sender should be written on back 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


of picture. Pictures without names will not be considered. 
not send letters. Do not send negatives. 

4. Pictures will not be returned unless a stamped and ad- 
dressed envelope is enclosed. 

5. The Art Editor of BOYS’ LIFE will act as judge of 
the photographs submitted. 

6. A prize of $5.00 will be awarded to the picture or group 
of pictures from one contestant, judged the best, and a dollar | 
will be paid for every other photograph accepted and published. 
Photogranhs accepted and published become the property 
of BOYS’ LIFE. 





THE W. C. RUSSELL MOCCASIN CO. 
912 Capron Street Berlin, Wisconsin 


ussel IS 
**Seneca”’ 
Write for our latest cate- 


lop and name of your 
nearest desler. 













The Seneco 






Renew Your | 
Subscription | 
NOW 


. : 
*“PUCKESCOPE” 
THE POCKET TELESCOPE 
Makes dim distant ob- 
jects big and clear. A 
real telescope that fits 

pocket. 
Pock, Jr. Magnifies 3° mente $! 
Pockescope, = 414 
Pock, Sr ” Se = 2: i 
At most sporting goods 
and optical stores or 
direct, postpaid, on 
receipt of price. Money 
back guarantee. 
Wollensak Optical Co. 
818 Hudson Ave., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


November 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


Boys 








Drawn from actual photograph of student 
doing spare time electrical wor 


Learn Ekctricity 
Mal Big Money 


How would you like to earn two or three 
dollars every evening after school and pre- 
pare yourself for a fine big job at the same time? 
Here’s the opportunity of a lifetime for you fellows 
who like Electricity. Begin right now to prepare 
yourself for a regular man’s size job in this fascinat- 
ing field. Your chances for a big success are simply 
wonderful—the pay is big ($70 to $200 a week) and 
advancement comes swift and sure. 


I will Train You at Home 


With my easily learned, sparetime Electrical Course 
I will train you at home like I havetrained hundreds 
of other boys who are now big 
successful men, It will not inter- 








fere with your school work and Look What 
you canearnmorethanthesmall | This Boy 
cost of the coursedoing oddelec- | Jig Doing 


trical jobs in your spare time. The “Al 
Course pays foritself. I will show gust een a 
youhowtoget this work and how |!» to a close, and I 
todoit. Some of my boy students 
make $10 to $15 a week this way. | manage to keep up 


Tools, Apparatus a. 
andRadioCourse _['3)u:/i fer my: 
No Extra Charge but owe it all toyou 
Send me the coupon below andI | Yo3iCourse.!. being 
will tell you all about the big out- | have secured my i 
fit of tools, apparatus and instru- 
gy and a new Radio Course have work, 
at lam giving to my students or averaging $20 
fora limited time, I willsend you | spsretime work” 


my big interesting Electrical F went cut 9 
Book and_a sample lesson, too— Schoo on which f 
all Free. You willbetickledwith | Bade%3andbrought 
the things I willsend you Free, | which Imade$2.60— 
Mail the coupon right now. work nud be saetenie) 
L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer a ay _" 
hicago Engineering Works 1215 Chestenr at., 
Dept. 338 CHICAGO Greenville, N.C. 











Use This FREE BOOK "Coupon 


L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer, 
Chicago Engineering Works, 
Dept. 338, 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago 
Send me your Free Outfit Offer, your big Electrical 
Book, Sample Lesson and particulars of your Electrical 
apy and Free Radio Course. This will not obligate me 
nany way. 


Name 





BO, nstsisnscsiainnssahacetincektaniasasiis nshadekad: sennsabaniinerteamsscensiantted 
This Coupon only for use of boys 15 years old or more, 











/ | Catch this, 
Bud, and you 
won’tcatchcold! 


T’SaSmith Brothers Cough Drop, 

though it tastes like candy. Boy, 
it just melts in your mouth and makes 
your throat feel cool and healthy ! 
Besides it keeps you from having a 
sore throat or a cough. 
Sure, Smith BrothersCough Drops are 
good as candy. That’s why every- 
body likes *em—Girls, too. 


/ 





of 


S$. B. or 
Menthol 









| 
Pee-Wee’s Patrol | 
(Continued from page 13) | 











They were a little ashamed of their common- 
place performance on the marimba. 

“No compass—toy!”’ Signor exploded, “Shu, 
you tella da day—look—eyes—huh? Smarta 
boy!” 

‘Now I'll tell you what I’m going to do,” 
said Pee-Wee. “Up in Little Valley, the 
church is going to have a festival on account 
of being there twenty years; it’s an anniversary 
festival. That’s a kind of a show, a festival 
is. Part of it is a show. And the minister 
asked a lady to ask my mother if I'd go up 
there with my new patrol and give a scout 
demonstration. Do you know what that is? 
It’s all the different things that scouts can 
do, see? So now I decided, I’m going to 
have Bruno and Tasca play some music, 
too—if you'll let them take that thing up 
there, so will you?” 

Signor could only bow in a way of glad 
compliance. Pee-Wee could have anything if 
only Tasca and Bruno were admitted into the 
mysteries of scouting. Here was Terrace 
Avenue conquered in one masterly move! 
Tasca and Bruno Liventi would be not only 
scouts (under the particular guidance of the 
greatest of scouts), but they would no longer 
gaze wistfully at the boys who lived in those 
fine, big houses along Terrace Avenue and 
thereabouts and wish that they could be a part 
of that fraternal, noisy life. And this thought 
brought joy to the simple heart of Signor 
Liventi. j 

“It’s going to be next Thursday and Friday 
and Saturday,” Pee-Wee said, “and I’m boss of 
the scout part of it,and already I’ve got two 
scouts that were in a troop that started and 
broke up, and they’re going to give a demon- 
stration right on the stage how they can put 
up a tent in twenty seconds, and then they’re 
going to do scout stunts. And I’m going to 
give a demonstration of signaling, wig-wag 
and like that, and then a feller that’s disguised 
as not a scout is going to almost eat a toad- 
stool and all of a sudden I come rushing on the 
stage, madly kind of, and stop him just in time, 
and then I give a kind of a lecture on how to 
tell the difference between mushrooms and 
toadstools and about poison-ivy and every- 
thing, and then I’m going to have a scout— 
maybe it’ll be Tasca or Bruno—I’m going to 
have him stand with his back to me, and I’m 
going to sneak up on him and then he’s going to 
cross his heart to the audience that he never 
heard me, because anyway a scout’s honor is 
to be trusted, and that shows how stealthy and 
quiet a scout can be—see?” 

The admiring audience could only stare. 
Perhaps the diffident, unassuming brothers won- 
dered if Pee-Wee could ever convince anybody 
that he was quiet. 

Late that very Sunday night residents on 
Terrace Avenue might have seen (if they 
had been interested enough to look) a funny, 
stout, little Italian man and his wife, both 
laboring under an avalanche of baggage, 
trudging hurriedly through the fashionable 
neighborhood to catch the midnight train to 
the metropolis. They did not look very 
gorgeous and theatrical. 

But they had left at home fifty dollars to 
outfit their proud sons with scout uniforms 
and such accessories as Pee-Wee had repre- 
sented as being indispensable to scouting. 
“You got to have belt axes and scout jack- 
knives and compasses,”” Pee-Wee had told the 
brothers; “and you ought to have cooking 
sets too, but anyway, you can eat out of 
mine.” 

Pee-Wee intended that the scout number on 
the church anniversary program should be in 
all ways realistic. He intended to show Little 
Valley what scouting was, not only by stage 
performance but by a more picturesque demon- 
stration. His active mind had conceived the 
scout exhibition on a very large scale. He and 
his scout comrades were going to hike through 
the woods (perhaps even cook their supper 
there) and trudge up to the church lecture 
room like true pioneers, compasses, belt axes, 
jack-knives, cooking sets, marimba and all. 

They were to arrive in Little Valley as if it 
were some frontier settlement and they had 
sojourned hundreds of miles to reach it. Then 
it would be explained to the audience (by the 
minister perhaps), that these scouts, disdaining 
railroads and buses, had “hiked through the 
woods” and so on. It would be a picturesque 
appearance upon the stage, far surpassing the 
gracious and graceful bows of Signor and Sig- 
nora Liventi on the Keith circuit. 











(To be continued in Boys’ Lire for December) 
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A Gift 


for Boys 


who want strong, white teeth 


HIS offers you a free test that may make a 
great difference in your whole life. Send the 
coupon for it now. Get yours. Every reader 

of this magazine is entitled to one. 
This test is a new way in teeth cleaning which 
millions today employ. It brings whiter, stronger 
teeth. You note them everywhere around you. 


Avoid dingy film 


Film on your teeth is what causes most tooth 
trouble. Run your tongue across your teeth and 
feel it. 

It makes teeth dingy, discolored, and hides 
their lustre. The film also holds food substance, 
which ferments and forms acid. It holds the acid 
in contact with the teeth to cause decay. Germs 
breed by millions in it, and cause many troubles. 

Few boys escape tooth troubles unless they 
daily fight that film. 


Most athletes have fine teeth 


Look at the -pictures of 
athletes you admire—big | 
football stars, baseball | 
players, sportsmen in 
every walk of life. Al- I 
most without exception I 
you will find their teeth | 
are strong and white, | Send to 
their gums are firm. | 
They realize the great | 
importance of good teeth, | 
daily attended to. 1 


Pee 


FREE Mail this for 
10-Day Tube 
THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 


Dept. 985, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. 


Ms sh caeens ses Aes 
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Your teeth are just as important to you, as 
theirs are to them. So you owe it to yourself— 
not as a favor to father or mother—to keep yours 
in the same fine healthy condition. 

Old-fashioned methods largely failed to pre- 
vent teeth troubles, to remove film. But dental 
science has found a new way that disintegrates 
the film, removes it without harmful scouring. 

This new way is Pepsodent. And the coupon 
brings you a free gift tube of it, enough to last 
ten days. 


Mail the coupon today 


Pepsodent accomplishes two important things at 
once; removes the film and firms the gums. No 
harsh grit, judged dangerous to enamel. A few 
days’ use will prove its power beyond all doubt. 

Send the coupon now, and make this ten days’ 
test. Note the amazing difference it makes in the 
way your teeth feel—and look! 


REG. SPSovent 
The New-Day Quality Dentifrice 
Endorsed by World’s Dental Authorities 
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Prep. School to the University of Business 


Many prominent men in finance and industry 


started as messenger boys. 


They say that the 


training received in the service proved invalu- 
able, boosted them right up! 
A Western Union Messenger learns first-hand 


some of the fundamentals of business. 
velops poise, self-confidence, reliance. 


He de- 
Daily 


he has the opportunity to attract the attention 
of business men, who are continually looking for 


You can work part- 
time too! Further- 
more, you have 
vacations with pay, 
bicycles at cost, the 
chance to learn 
telegraphy free, and 
the pay is good! 


alert boys. Then the door to opportunity opens; 
he “graduates” from our prep. school, and we 
are glad to recommend him for the bigger, better 
position with our patron. 

Stop in at the Western Union Office and talk 
with the Manager, who can tell you more of the 
advantages of this Prep. School to Business. 


WESTERN UNION 
essenger Service 


THE WESTERN UNION TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
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HERE is plenty of indoor fun in November, 8. Doubly behead to peel, and leave a 
The OVER “and so Puzzlecraft will expect some particularly journey and to cut asunder. 
pee in a. good work in the way of original puzzles and 9g. Doubly behead fascination, and leave 
of enameled answers. Get everything in by November roth. hurt and to equip. 
prec gl You'll notice some fine work this month. 10. Doubly behead to gaze, and leave a weed 
ates with a spring 
motor. The little 4 Address all letters to PuzzLecRAFT, care of and a verb. 
ere lo iS Boys’ LirE, 200 Fifth Ave., New York City. i Doubly behead a rise, and leave perfume 
many times with \ ae and a coin. 
one winding. | Prize-Winners for Original Puzzles 2. Doubly behead to wander, and leave a 
“OVER and UN Il B. S. Mattingly, 915 Cherokee Road, Louis- oben and>a fish—Paut M. Cox. 
DER" in your 8! ville, Ky., $2. S. Bass, 1913 East oth St., 
Savesise ta I: Brooklyn, N. Y., $1. Charade 
. i My first is hardly one at all; 
7: = : Prize-Winners for Puzzle Answers y fi fact, my firs 4 means eight; 
— Francis A. Hale, 510 Florida Ave., Chester, My next an exclamation, and 
F A . <3 W. Va., $1. Edwin Boeger, 515 Syms St., My last, a sticker—great! 
or Boys Who Crave ction ‘ Union City, N. J., $1. Garland F. Taylor, My whole, the time that’s just been here, 
GY | 207 E. Cherokee St., Brookhaven, Miss., $1. It ends with fun and feast and cheer. 


A Puzzle to ‘‘Con’’ 
(Prize Puzzle) 


the “OVER ano UNDER”, Sistine [dil Sova, Ono 


a 
f “'|$r. Paul Munkacy, 304 Pine St., Bridgeport, 
{ 


















Here is a wonderful toy that will appeal to every boy who wants to 


A Pe ‘ 
see things move fast. Give any boy an “OVER and UNDER” +e Conn., $r. i . 
and you ‘re his friend for life! There are many other equally at P ExampLe: Add con to a dog and make to 
tractive “Sandy Andy” ‘Toys and Games. In fact, you could fur- ? Numbered Acrostic agree. ANSWER: concur. 
nish a whole family of children with Christmas Toys from the (Prise Puscle) 1. Add con to a little tube, and make to lead, 
‘Sandy Andy” assortment and each would have a different one. = ei 2. Add con to succession, and make result. 
Only two are shown here, but you can see them all at any toy store. 23 TS 17 25 3. Add con to kind, and make to associate. 
You will.know them by the “Sandy Andy” name on each box— 27 20 22 . . . 4. Add con to melt, and make to perplex. 
our trade mark and your guarantee of the genuine. Lock for them 19 34 To 9 35 5. Add con to heavy, and make to abridge. 
when you visit the toy stores. If unobtainable, we will send any 20 II 8 ; 32 ‘ 6. Add con to a warm covering, and make to 
you desire, upon receipt of price. Wes t of Denver, Colo., and out 6 5 21 4 : : consult. 
side the United States, prices are 25% higher. 29 38 33 24 ; 7 7. Add con to a journey, and make outline. 
Write for Free catalogue showing all the “Sandy Andy” Toys and i) 30 2 31 . . 8. Add con to annoy, and make rounded. 
Games in colors. (p 14 . : ‘ I g. Add con to a den, and make hollow. 

| 37 13 . 3 1 . ro. Add con to depart, and make a river. 

WOLVERINE SUPPLY & MFG. CO. \Be) 28 18 E ; 30 12 11. Add con to region, and make an agreement. 








1208 Western Avenue, N.S., Pittsburgh, Pa. 






, ae is 12. Add con to attend, and make to save 
- ar ne S . ade pat, d s . 
{ a sn hw eel “4 — Like _ ~~ 13. Add con to a coin, and make to accede, 
large city in New Jersey. 4. Profited. 5. - = — Avid a_string, ory _— harmony. 
Sg, ng : 2 : 15. Add con to an om > 
Fabricated. 6. Entangle. 7. Reclined at ease = , en, and make to commit. 





Here’s a Dandy Gift for a Little Girl! 
\ toy Vacuum Cleaner that works like a real one! Picks 
up paper, dust and ashes when pushed across the floor or 
carpet, and makes a whirring noise like an electric one. 
Operates by friction 28', in. high; enameled finish. 








16. Add con to part of a shoe, and make to 






























S, Price $2.50; most toy stores have them. 8. Women. g. A name signed to many popu- dues 
—— a 2 oe nd mesened 17. Add con to delicate, and make to imprison. 
Tae . gitly guessec, 18. Add con to shape, and make to agree. 

the initial letters will spell the name of a well- S. Bas | 
beloved poet; another row of letters, reading _ | 
downward, will spell a famous poem by him; 
the letters indicated by the fone pent to 14 Answers to October Puzzles | 
will spell another of his poems. From 15 to NovEL DousLe Acrostic. Initials, Dan | 
20, an American author born in 1783; from 21 Beard’s Page; third row, The Swastikars. | 
to 25, an American poet born in 1852; from Across: 1. Detour. 2, Athens. 3. Needle. | 
26 to 31, an American poet born in 1819; 4- Beside. 5. Enwrap. 6. Arabia. 7. Ras | 
from 32 to 38, an American essayist born in cal. 8. Detail. 9. Spider. 10. Pokers. 11. “a 
1803.—L. S. MATTINGLY. Amazed. 12. Gyrate. 13. Ensign. 

, Money Maze. Cent, dime, dollar (U. S.); RB 

Anagram Word-Square franc (France); yen, sen (Japan); sol (Peru); 


Rearrange the letters in the four following dinar (Persia); peso, real (Spain); ducat 


words, so as to make four new words which (European); rei (Portuguese); lira (Italy); MAl 

will form a four-letter word-square. mark (Germany); crown (England); cash - 

DEEP, CANE, DEED, CAGE (China); para (Turkey); ore (Scandinavia). f 
sm NUMBERED Acrostic. Initials, World War. 

Numerical Enigma From 1 to 2, U. S.; from 3 to 9, Britain; from Ho 

I am composed of forty-six letters, and form 10 to 16, Germany; from 17 to 22, France; Ts 

a boy’s definition of a friend. from 23 to 27, Japan; from 28 to 32, Italy. ie 
My 16-30-22-13 keeps us warm in winter. Across: 1. Wanly. 2. Orang. 3. Rutty. 
My 45-30-34-5 is a wind instrument. My 4. Lamer. 5. Djins. 6. Wafer. 7. Apian. 

9-19-11-25 is a piece of furniture. My 27-40- 8. Rabic. 

21-32 is scraped linen. My 2-46-43-12 is to Tower oF Sguares. JT. Am, ma. II. Mac, 
liquefy by heat. My 14-1-37-7 is to praise. Asa, car. If]. Care, aria, ribs, ease. IV. 


My 17-28-4-39 is to lament. My 3-15-35-38 is _ Eased, agile, siren, elect, dents. 
to cause to fly in disorder. My 23-8-6-42 is a 


forbidden beverage. My 24-18-10-41-33 is Cross-word Puzzle 

ri f 3 2()- 2€ d is assi ee . 
batts ay My 29-31-26-20-44 is massive Another of these popular puzzles will be 
James Brown. found on page 70. ‘The correct solution to 


the one which appeared in the October issue 


A Letter Puzzle ; 
is shown below. 


What two letters, always in the same order, 
can be added to each of the following twelve 













































































7 nghte | letters, making twelve new three-letter words? ; = a 
HERE COMES THE CHIEF! B, C, D, F, G, H, L, M, P, S, T, W qe aaa 
DAN BEARD himself, most famous of all outdoor men Double Beheadings Suit TCH IniK'Li 1 nic RD VE! 
yn ay ep | behead — and leave to |E HIA\T|S BBE GIAPrie|s Mx 
peel and a verb. ANSWER: 5-p-are. PA y 
Dan Beard \ \ ooderaft Camp 1. Doubly behead durable, and leave a i t yy 2 = = SIE : - % ae Aaa 
<3 piece of furniture and competent. ie 
The Most Famous of all Camps Officially Rated A-1 | 2. Doubly behead delicate, and leave to nL Y/RIE D E|P/E|N/D[S S E|N|T| 
Located in a natural forest, on banks of beautiful Lake Teedyuskung, 1700 feet above the sea level | scoff and to be sick. : p Y RR A|R REV AN BARBS 
y ae 3. Doubly behead ladies, and leave a sign DIEILIEITIE|D ElBluji|L/T 
INTENSIVE SCOUTING course, merit | DAN BEARD OUTDOOR SCHOOL j; | and the “lords of creation.” s EINMECMROTBARS 
badges awarded by local Court of Honor. ! 87 Bowne Avenue, Flushing, L. I. 4. Doubly behead an article of furniture, + EPA “a |p| 
A a .. | Please send full information about your ;| and leave a kind of pin and atmosphere. S RIE|SIT a S|N|A 
. We learn what to do, how to do it; to trail | Outdoor School and Camp to s 5. Doubly behead a wild goose, and leave ULS/TIS as AIKIE J/U|DIGIE! 
like an Indian, to hike like George Washing- | @p,rent’s Signature) to rave and a busy insect. E A E|VIE BEM|A|P BEN 
ton, to explore like Daniel Boone, to live like | 6. Doubly behead a slow-moving creature, [A E/Pli E AIGIE|RED! 
Robinson Crusoe, to canoe like the voy- teen ee ee eee eee eee eee ees and leave two and a quarter inches and to be SoRRE i TRiloL@irgte 
ageurs, to swim like South Sea Islanders, | ; — indisposed. E TolR 
to live like Princes. PEGG: oe ee Fae ae 7. Doubly behead lineage, and leave to A GIE|MES |E|A 
P cececceces Ob 6. 00.0.0,00.004,6,.0.50669 6.60068 oJ } educate and to shower. LIRIA|IDIE |S E|S!T/1! N G 
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i | Rare Wild Babies | 
Coupla drops and | of New York 

your hair stays put Me 
all day,’”’ says DICK 











kind never before seen in our midst, we make 
the welkin ring. Herewith we will offer for 
inspection a few notable examples of extra- 
rare, seldom-seen and little-known species. 

In one of the small parks of our truly rich 
| zebra and wild horse collection there is to be 
found a strange-looking zebra mother. She is 
marked by large ears, many narrow body 
| stripes of black and white, and a very few ex- 
ceedingly wide stripes flowing horizontally 
across her hind-quarters. She is sedate and 
settled in life, as every hundred-per-cent. 
mother has a right to be; but around her, and 
over her when she is lying down, frisks and 
frolics a gaudily-painted colt that is as pretty 
as an old- style doll. 

Last week when a young lady visitor asked 








he means 


| me, ‘Of all the 200 babies that are here, which 
= lis your favorite?’ 1 at once answered: 

[2a or grace and beauty, the Mountain Zebra 

| colt.” 


And really, I think that in our beauty show 
| it is entitled to the first prize. Not long since, 
| it was seen by Mr. Crandall, our bird man, to 
cut some most odd and fantastic capers. As 
its mother lay spread out upon the grass, rest- 
ing from the cares of motherhood and dreaming 
| the morning hours away, the very wide-awake 
colt ran to the farthest corner of the coral, 
jraced back, jumped with all four feet upon the 
| prostrate body of his ma, and seized her upper- 
most ear in his mouth. Getting a good hold, 
he hung on and worried that member, in true | 
dog-fashion. His mother meekly endured 
this rough horseplay, and presently the colt | 
let go, leaped off, again raced away, and on 
his return played a return engagement pre- 
cisely like the opening performance 
The Mountain Zebra, once numerous in the 
mountains of Cape Colony, South Africa, is 
now so nearly extinct that only about 400 head 
remain; and they are alive only because they 
are carefully protected. We swelled with pride 
when our first specimen came to us, twelve 
years ago, and now that we actually have a 
real live colt to our credit, we are almost insuf 
ferable. 
Ii you know your geography quite well, a 
| tour of a large zoological park will carry your 

thoughts and your imagination just about 
jall over the habitable world. Now, as our 
|snow-white Beatrix Antelope modestly | 
munches clover hay in her apartment of @ur | 
Antelope House, of what does she make you | 
| think? 

In my mind’s eye I see a vast peninsula of 
| hot desert sand, stitling desert valleys, sterile 
and waterless hills and cliffs of rock with no} 
water about them, all roasting and grilling in 

Send for our bargain price list. the heat, and domineered over by more or 
less picturesque but mighty rascally Bedouin 


MAPLEWOOD ‘MENNELS, © Box 2000, Medway, Massachuseits ) 
robbers. It is the Arabian Desert, with Jeddah 


. For Boy Scouts, Camp Fire Girl | . . -— . 
For the Home ‘or con take grog jon the Red Sea Coast, sizzling Aden *at its 
Dialogs, Speakers, Monologs, | southern tip, and Mecca and Medina in the 


5 ees SS Minstrel Spe a Choruses and . 
middle. 


Blaekface Play ecitations, Drills. 

Mount a bawling and protesting camel, 
join a desert-going caravan, ride until you are 
dead, and if you are lucky you may find beside 
a friendly Bedouin tent, away out on the desert, 
a pair of just the same kind of little white 

GAVIES DISTRIBUTING CO..311 2 Grand A | Beatrix Antelope fawns that have from time 
to time been born in our Antelope House. 
FREE Boycraft Booklets. The Beatrix is a mighty trim little craft, 
broad in the beam, steady, and as antelopes 
Write today for free catalog of special {> quite handsome. Those broad, flat feet, 
BOYCRAFT CO., . ont copetis oe York City | somewhat like those of a caribou, were 
| designed by Mother Nature to travel over 
| loose sand without getting bogged down or 
wearing out the strength of the owner. The 
horns of the Beatrix are about two feet long, 
almost straight, ringed half-way up, and very 
sharp at their tips —for real use in self-defense. 
This antelope is very, very rare, and the 
Finest Bi {number of them in captivity is growing no 
colors and | larger very fast. Judge then the satisfaction 
‘ | with which we have welcomed about half a dozen 
Beatrix babies that year by year have raised 


LIQUID HAIR DRESSING 


Ir isn’t a sticky combing, either. 
For, Glo-Co Hair Dressing is a 
liquid, not a greasy paste or cream. 
You just shake the squirt-top bottle 
over your head, give it a pass or two 
with the brush, and your hair stays 
exactly as you want it all day. 

Glo-Co Hair Dressing is mighty 
refreshing too. Stimulates your hair 
to new growth, makes your head feel 
good, and helps keep dandruff away. 
Use it always on the scalp to soften 
the scurf before washing the hair. 
Then wash with Glo-Co Shampoo. 
Its wonderful thick lather cleans off 
every trace of dandruff and dirt. 
When the hair has dried, comb it 
with Glo-Co Hair Dressing to keep 
it in place. 

Sold at drug and department 
stores and barber shops. Send 10 
cents for samples of both. 








| 
| NORMANY PRODUCTS CO. Dept. D | 
l 6511 McKinley Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 
Enclosed find 10 cents for trial bottles 
| of Glo-Co Liquid Hair Dressing and Glo-Co | 
| Shampoo. 
| 
| 








Boys~Here’s Your Dog. 


German Police or Collie Puppies pedigreed. 


Sun te fess 0 es to Stage a Play. Make- ginny Catal sue KREE, 
tr. r. S. DENISON &.CO., 6 3 So. Wabash, Dept. 18 ‘CHICA Go 


Seedy -tongedionen Sonar FR 

Pay betterthan poultry orrabbits. Par- 
ticulars apd booklet how to raise FREE. 
ve. Kansas 1s Moe 




















Send for List 1, Plays for Scout Troops and Boys 
Clubs. List 2. . Plays 9g High Schools. List 3, Minstrel 
Shows and Operetta 

THE OLD TOWER PRESS 
59 East Adams Street 





Chicage, ilinois 





















Sn oe Balt pet Gees | the birth rateinour Antelope House. And never, 

7 Bicycle Prices from $21.50 up ? | I venture to think, was there a better Antelope 
Mead Stet commany NAN | mother than our Rachel of Arabia. 

yy | The birth of our first White Mountain Goat 

-— - kid was a day o excitement in the checkered 

ry, Why Not Solve Your Saw| | history of our Zoological Park. In October, 


1905, I took title to the parents and three others 
at Fort Steele, British Columbia. I set out to 
| ride herd on them, clear through to New York, 
but in Chicago the railroad got the best of me 
| with a split train, and I saw them no more 
| until they landed at the Park. It was well that 
| they were personally conducted on all save the 
| last lap of the journey, for I am sure that had 
they not been they would have perished in 
| transit. They were young and tender. 


Problems With This 

Regular Tool? 
You will like its sturdy me- 
chanical construction. 
It will saw wood, fibre, 
bakelite 1’ and metal \4” 
thick. Sold also with- 
out motor. We carry 2 
complete line of bench 
woodworking machinery 
For details write to 


DELTA SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. C-2, 858 Third St., Milwaukee, Wis. 



























Gidnt mmo 
in this coaster brake 


So great is the power of New Departure, 
that a slight pressure upon the pedals is 
multiplied into a braking force of 1200 
pounds. 

The equivalent of a backward pull of 
more than half a ton is at the command of 
every New Departure user—if he should 
ever want it. There’s more force than he 
will ever need. 

In an emergency, SAFETY means every- 
thing. It’s a mighty comfortable feeling— 
this assurance of complete control, no mat- 
ter what happens—with New Departure. 


NEW DEPARTURE MEG. CO., Bristol, Conn. 


NEW DEPARTURE 


If your birthday 
comes this month 
tell Dad the best 
present is a New 
Departure equip- 
ped bicycle. 

Send today for il- 
lustrated story, 
**Billy’s Bicycle 
Triumphs.’’ It’s 
free and you will 
like it. 











Movie Projector and Sixty Scenes $2.00 


from latest —16 

Shows “‘STILL’’ scenes on BL or soaudaees ge 

simply holding before any light. $2.00. Not atoy. M. P. Films 

Pry eo Cuttings, Retakes, Seconds, etc. Some complete subjects, 
c foot. No Ists. HOLLYWOOD a CO., Fine Arts Studios, | 

inc. a 4500 Sunset, Hollywood, C 





phonograp! 
158 Stimson, ee Detroit 








‘I am delighted with the *Wonder’ Selgseepe. Today I have 
been watchin; submarines 3 miles off the e ** Wrote Philip 
Brush, Bever' 4a Mass. ‘‘Il am very much “pleased with tele- 
scope. I saw a Light House 18 miles away.’’—Clyde Scribner, 
Taunton, Mass. “Far above my expectations. Can see men 
.”’—S. M. Gearhart, Bolan, Iowa. ‘‘I 








home, farm, eaan® 6/7. “thousands Deli ted 
jects ; SS had my ‘Wonder’ Telescope 

if = . 1 can tell time on Pthe 

church clock 5 {— 











Boys 17 Up Should 
Mail Coupon Immediately 





q Franklin institute, Dept. J172, Rochester, N. Y. 
a Sirs: Send me, without charge, (1) sample Rail- 
a way Postal Clerk Examination questions; (2) tell 
a me how to get a U. S. Government job; (3) send list 
a of places at which examinations will be held and free 
a sample coaching. 
a 





City and R. F. D. Mail Carriers 
Postoffice Clerks 


Steady Work—No Layotfs—Paid Vacations § Na” --60----0--..00 renee 
Travel-See Your Country i 
Common Education Sufficient MN cous dase ince teo sinha deaes aaa 


I 925 When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


































































A Readable, 
Boats, Ships 


> small 


longer ones, 


you sail; to handle 


he lore 


row before 
. e 
snort cruises 


Boy Scouts 
Naval Reservists 
Amateur Seamen 
Yachtsmen 


505 Pages 
BOY SCOUTS 


SAN FRANCISCO 
604 Mission Street 





the « 


THE SEASCOUT MANUAL 


Reliable and Inexpensive Handbook of , Information About 


Written in clear, simple language, it takes you interestingly 
accurate program of standardized sea instruction. 
follow the paths of our early navigi 


A Wonderful Book for 


Price $1.00, postpaid 


200 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Crusoe, 


ie Alexander Selkirk, iginal Robinson 
marooned on the Island of Juan Fernandez, w: as rescued by 
Woodes Rogers in 1700, From Chapter on Sea 
History in 


and Sea Lore 


thru an 
Step by step you will 
itors; for like them, you will learn to 
boats before large ones and to make 


Nautical Students 

Boating Enthusiasts 

All Lovers of the Sea 
and Ships 


300 Illustrations 


OF AMERICA 


CHICAGO 
37 S. Wabash Avenue 











% TEXAS RANGER 
BEL the Boy Scout's favorite. 


A genuine Texas Ranger 
Belt, full-tooled tan cowhide with an 
extra heavy special nickel buckle and 
an inch and one-half wide—a he-boy's 
belt—sent C. O. D. $1.50 (plus postage). 
Satisfaction guarantesd. Waist size must 
accompany order. Genuine. Three genuine 
MEXICAN JUMPING BEANS sent for 10c. 


BAR E TRADING CO., Dept C, Fort Worth, Texas 
Have You a Camera? 


Write for free catalog of our big magazine, showing how 
to make better pictures and earn money 

MERICAN PHOTOGRAPH 
112 Camera House Boston 17, _— 


Print 


, Stationery. o ire ur Paper. ete. wn 

Print for others big profit. Comple te 
outfits $8.85. Job press . $35, Rotary $150. All 
easy, rules sent rite ‘for catalog presses type 
etc, THE PRESS CO., Y-71, Meriden, Conn, 







































Boys, Learn Taxidermy 


Make it your hobby. Great sport, and lots of 
fan. Intensely interesting. Earn money in ir spare 
time to buy guns, traps, fishing as on athletic goods. 
Mount your own specimens and sell them. Do the work 
for others at taxidermists’ regular charges. Thousands 
of boys and young men have learned to be expert taxi- 
dermists through our lessons. You can do the same. 


Resatifely illustrated book — 

F to Mount Game”’, con- 
e taining dozens of geste of 

how 


mounted specimens. Tells 
can learn, easily and quickly, to mount and stuff all 
inds of game, birds, animals, fish — tan furs, make 
rugs, robes, etc. Just send your name and address on 
coupon. Book is Free. No obligation. Write nd 


duu Free Book Coupon: 


: Nerirgestera School of Taxidermy 
1148 eournene” we, . Neb. 


wom oo 
U gesmeger tet 
90 tell me oa — 
| atendl and quickly by 


















I Name 


FO TT 


You can be quickly cured, if you 


STAMMER 


Send 10 cents for iaS-pese book on stammering —_ 

stuttering. ‘‘Its Cause and Cure. It tells hov 
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. hg 
| 7425 Bogue Bidg., 1147 N. 111 St., Indianapolis 


BOYS! A trip to EUROPE in 1926 has to be 

| arranged now. I propose to hike, motor, 
ind play tennis, in England with one or two boys. 

Cities and continent if desired. Expenses only. 








Minstrels, Vaudeville Acts, Comic 
Songs, Mock Trials, Monologue s, 
Dialogues, Musical Comedies, 
Scout Plays, Drills, Initiations, 


W. W. DOVE, Ph.B., 139 Lexington Ave., Providence, R. I. 
n\f LA PLAYS S e oy etc. Descriptive atalogue 
No. E, now ready, FREE. 


pepe 1.574 PLAY BUREAU 
1061 Masher St. San Francisco, Calif. 


Want to Earn Money? 


See page 66 











Every Boy 
| should have 


an 





$1-75 to $11-00 





At the lambing and kidding time (May) 
all mountain goat and mountain sheep mothers 
climb high among ye crags and peaks, find the 
best hidden nooks in the summits above timber- 
line, and try hard to escape discovery. They 
fear eagles, horned owls, mountain lions and 
lynxes, but most of all the savage and ever- 
hungry golden eagle. But the helpless toy kid 
of white cotton is not by any means unpro- 
tected. The little black dagger-pointed horns 
of the mother are mighty dangerous weapons 
to meet, going or coming, and every white goat 
knows just how to use them. 

No, the lambs and kids of the summits 
do not skip and play about over their sky 
pastures. They are taught to lie low, and not 
attract the watchful eyes of the hostiles. From 
the rocky cradle to the early grave, the life of a 
mountain sheep or mountain goat is an endless 
succession of fears and struggles, and the 
facing of one danger after another. Happy | 
indeed should be the goat or sheep whose lot is 

cast in a good, wholesome zoo, where every 
prospect pleases, only man is vile; where the | 
board is good, and the wild- animal society is 
very genteel. Whoever thinks that wild goats 
and sheep are happier per capita than tame 
ones in civilized gardens may well figure again. 
| We have had excellent luck with our Moun 
tain Goat kids. I recall three that were reared | 
to maturity; and the roo per cent. success of | 
| the first one was very comforting. 

I have a haunting and horrible fear that our 
| Pygmy Hippopotamus babies are not appre- 
| clated and loved by the boys and girls of New 
| York as they deserve to be. Their fat and 
| shiny Pa and Ma came over a long, long trail 

awinding to get to New York, and in every way 
they have made good. Libby, of Liberia, is a 
most wise and good mother —far surpassing 
|in the motherhood industry that stuck-up 
| thing in the Ape House, Chimpanzee Suzette, 
|who does not know, and never will know, 
| enough to nurse her babies and help them to 
| live. 

| Libby is one of the wisest wild mothers that 
| ever came to our place. She never overplays 
|her part. Every time she draws, she fills; 
and her babies thrive and grow like healthy 
and carefree pigs. 

But in spite of all their fine qualities, the 
| persistent shine of their skins and the palpable 
| fatness of their bodies, Libby’s babies are not 

particularly popular with boys and girls o 

New York. 
beauties of those beasts until halted by bored 
looks and exhaustion. The convex head of the 
|Pygmy Hippo creates no enthusiasm. The 
|home of the species in the dark continent is 
elifRive. As a last resort we bring out the 
figures representing the cost of the original 
three —$15,000—and then we get a faint 
show of interest. 








I have labored in pointing out the | 
oS 








The Pygmy Hippo is about one-fourteenth 


of the Nile. 
| where else, so far as we know. 
| state it is mighty hard to find, and 

killing to carry out to the nearest boating 
river; ‘but it is physically tough, it lasts long, 
and well repays its cost. Our Libby is the 
mother of three babies. The first one was 
imperfect, and died, but the other two are 
quite perfect, and now make us the purse- 
proud possessors of a herd of- five Pygmy 
Hippos. Can zoological avarice and greed go 
beyond this? 

At the beginning I set out to show only wild 
babies that have been bred and born at our 
own place, but for good reasons I cannot resist 
the temptation to ring in one baby that was 
born in the wilds. It is even yet a baby in our 
hands, and almost as good as if it had been 
born in our Elephant House. It represents the 
large Baird Tapir, of Panama, and, believe me 
we served our time in trying to get this elusive 
jand little known species. Our first one 
| promptly but cruelly “‘died on us,” as some 
| animal men say, but we soon achieved another, 
which still is in our midst. It came from the 
province of San Blas, Panama, it was caught 
last spring by Indians, and when it reached 
us last July it was arrayed in all the glory of its 
baby stripes. Unlike its predecessor, it elected 
to eat and live. 

Without loss of time, this little animal 
began to shed its striped baby clothes, be- 
ginning at the head, which speedily became 
chocolate brown. The neck and shoulders 
now are following suit, and Very soon this 
animal will be established as a typical speci- 
men of the least-known big game animal of 





North America —Baird’s Giant Tapir, with 
a final weight of 600 to 700 pounds. 
The Pygmy Buffalo of Celebes, usually 


known as the Anoa, is a strange little beast, 
the size of a range calf six months old. Besides 
the species of Celebes, another somewhat 
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larger, called Tamaru, is found in the Philip- 
| pines, but not one of them ever has been given 
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the bulk of the Big One from the headwaters | 
It is found in Liberia, and no- } 
In its wild | 
almost | 
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TRADE MARK AEG US Par OFF 


OYMAK 


Boys! Here’s How You Can 
Make Hundreds of Wonderful Wooden Toys! 


Start a toy-making workshop of your own and make 
all kinds of wonderful wooden toys and novelties; 
just imagine—aeroplanes, sail boats, automobiles, 
bird houses, furniture, picture frames—all these 
and many more! You can even sell them and earn 
money It’s fine fun, it’s so instructive, and it's 
easy too, because “The Boy Toymaker" outfits 
show you how to do it and contain everything you'll 
need to do it with:—-smooth, soft wood; coloring 
and other materials; pattern designs, full instruc- 
tions, and a dandy set of toy-making tools. 
a outfits to choose 
No. 2—$2.00; No. 3—$3.50; 
$5.00; No 5 $10.00 (West of Denver, 
Canada, 10° more.) Get your outfit now, and you 
ean start making toys at once. SOLD IN ALL 
GOOD TOY STORES EVERYWHERE, or sent 
direct from_our factory if more convenient. 


Toy-Making Book Free 


Tells more about these toy-making outfits and how 
boys can make these dandy toys. It's free; write for 
it now. 

And remember, boys, you can get any of these: won- 


from:— 
No. 4— 
and tn 


There are five 
No. 1—81.00: 


derful “Boy Toymaker” sets at your nearest toy 
dealer. 
M. CARLTON DANK & CO. 
Dept. 1-BL 


2734 Atlantic Avenue Brooklyn, N. Y. 








STOP SNEEZING 


Rub nasal passages with 


TMentholalum 


cooling, antiseptic, clears head 
Write for free sample 
Mentholatum Co.,Buffalo,N. Y.,Wichita,Ka 











Ask Your Dealer 
for Bulls Eye BBs 


If you want to be an expert marksman and enter 
our free shooting contest get Bulls Eye steel air 
rifle shot and practice with the FREE TARGETS 
your dealer will give you. 


The secret of good shooting is to get the best 


ammunition. That’s why you want smooth, 
polished, steel Bulls Eye BBs. You will shoot 
straight with them. They won’t stick in your rifle. 
And you can use them over and over again. 


If your hardware dealer doesn’t handle Bulls 
Eye BBs send us his name and address together 
with 5c in stamps and your name and address. 
We will then send you a sample tube of shiny steel 
Bulls Eye BBs and free targets to practice shooting 
nm. Ask your dealer for the NICKEL SIZE 


TUBE. 
BULLS EYE 
3102 Snelling Ave., Minneapolis, Minn. 
November 
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SKATES 


with the self-contained 
ball-bearing wheels, the 
. truss frame construction 
and the “rocking-chair"’ 
mnovement are—- 
“Young America's 
First Choice.” 


STEEL TREAD OR 
RUBBER TIRES 
o> 


as mereeac’ 6 
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Ask your dealer 
for the skate 
with the RE 
1SC. 






Stamped 
Metal Co, 
Kokomo, Indiana 


INDIAN GOODS 


% $2.50. Steel pointed arrows 60c 
~ Arrow head. eagle claw, petrified fossil, foreian 
\, y coin and 1,000 Indian article catalogue ail Sor 25e. 
«& INDIANCRAFT B. L. CO. 
466 Connecticut St. Buffalo, N. Y. 


Factory to Rider: 


Oto 65 on the Ranger Bi- 
cycle you select from 44 Styles, colors 
and sizes. Delivered free on approval ez- 
press prepaid tor 30 Days’ Free Trial. 

if desired. Possession and 

i a use at once on our liberal 
onthly payment plan. Bicycles $21.80 and up. 
lamps, wheels, equipment at half us- 

‘ ual prices. Write tur marvelous new, 

prices, wonderful 3U day trial uifer and terma, 


CY 
DEPT. 4 |’ CHICAGO 























Build and Fly Models of 
Famous Aeroplanes 


There's no fun like building your own model Aero- 
plane. It’s the most interesting job you ever 
tackled. Shows you how big machines are built. 
You ean fly it too, right from the ground under its 
own power. Any bright boy can do it; Ideal Seale 
Drawings and Building-Flying Instructions show 
you how, and Ideal Model Aeroplane Construction 
Outfits contain everything needed. For 25 cents 

we will send you the com- 
plete plans for any one of the 
following famous Aeroplanes. 
Curtiss JN 4 D-2 Training Plane; 
DeHavilland ‘‘Round the World 
Flyer;"’ NC Naval Se: 7 
i Curtiss Military 1ractor; Bleriot, 
2 hours. Our catalog Nieuport or Taube Monopiane; 
tells ali Peoli Racer. Send 25 
about it cents now and get plans for the 
nme you want to build. | All 8 
plans for $1.50; 

Catalog Model Aeroplanes 
Flying Toys, and Supplies, 
Sc postpaid 
Ideal Aeroplane & Supply Co- 
4083 W. Broadway, New York 


Every Boy's Airplane 


the finest idea in Mo- 
- Looks 



















}a passport to America. The answer is—the 
surra disease among the hoofed animals of the 
| Philippines. 

At long intervals during the past twenty 
years male Anoas have been captured in the 
densely jungled mountains of Celebes, and 
sent out to the zoos of the world. But for 
twenty years, no females were obtainable; and 
finally we despaired of ever seeing an Anoa 
calf. There seemed to be an embargo on 
possible mothers. 

But in animal collecting the waiting game | 
usually wins. In 1920 we acquired a female, | 
and in 1924 the stork brought a fine Anoa calf | 
into our midst. Proud Keeper Riley— 
assisted by the Proud Mother—is rearing it 
most successfully, and we expect a line of | 
brothers and sisters. The little beast is so new 
and so strange that the visitor does not seem to | 
grasp the full meaning of it, but we think that | 
in time the human masses will grow up to It. | 

The very latest zoo baby to be bred and | 
born in our place is one of the greatest that | 
ever happened for us. It is a baby Nubian | 
Giraffe, that was born on July 17, to “Mary” | 
and “Romeo.” When born its height was 5 | 
feet 6 inches, and oh, boy! how pretty it is! 
Talk about aristocrats! It poses for its 
photograph as proudly as a peacock displays 
his gorgeous feather disc. But I sorrowfully 
confess that the baby lacks grace in motion. 
It is all right when at rest, but when it starts 
up to run and cavort, the elements of beauty 
are like sweet bells jangled. Nature never 
intended that a long-necked, long-legged and 
angular giraffe should jump and skip with the 
grace of a lamb. 

Mary is a wise and good mother, and her 
height is about fourteen feet. In meeting the 
cases of motherhood, and in the civil govern- 
ment of her family, she stoops to conquer. 
Her first baby belongs by the law of equity 
to the Great Ringling Show, and if you watch 
early and often possibly you may see it there 
next year in all its glory. At long intervals, 
| giraffes are born in captivity, and about one- 
— of them survive. 


| 
| 








i] Interviewing _ | 
li a Lion WH 
Hi (Concluded from page 22 | 








I moved gently aside. “You look well fed,” 
I suggested, wondering at his meaning. 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “but 1 am careful of 
my diet. I believe thoroughly in this ‘so 
called fad of raw foods. 1 touch nothing else. 
There was an old tradition in our family that 
‘a horse a day keep famine away’ but now I eat 

only sparingly once a day on six days and fast 
ithe seventh. Join me?” he went, starting 
| for a rear door. 

I pleaded lack of time. 
[ passed his dining chamber. 
ing with liver and lights! 





A few minutes later 
He was rollick- 








Some Things to Do 
| A Surprising Trick | 











Ice Bells 

OU can make some attractive ice bells 

which will ring very prettily with a small 
amount of trouble. In the first place secure 
two canisters, one of which is slightly smaller 
than the other. It does not matter much 
what size these are so long as they are some- 
what tall in comparison with their width. 
Now get a few rather flat pieces of ice and 
arrange these in the bottom of the larger tin. 
Put the smaller can inside so that it rests on 
the pieces of ice. Fill the space between the 
two tins with water. To keep the small tin 
from floating put a heavy stone in it. 

The canisters should be now placed out- 
doors in a position where the water will freeze 
solid. When this has taken place the ice 
shape must be removed from the canisters in 
this way. Get a large bowl of hot water and, 
for a moment, stand the outer part of the large 
canister in this. Soon the ice will melt 
slightly so that you can pull the canister away. 
The smaller canister may be removed by filling 
this with hot water. ‘Then you will have your 
bell shape hollowed in ice. 

The handle and clapper to the bell are fitted 
in this way. Get a rounded piece of wood 
something like a short length of a broom stick. 
At one end of this drive a nail and to this 
fasten a piece of stg. At the other end of 








the string tie a stone. Now get a red hot 
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for a food that’s ready-to-eat, 
fills you full of energy and 
builds reserves of brain and 
brawn for the happy demands 
of Scout work! 





Two Shredded Wheat biscuits in a bowl of 
creamy milk, topped with sugar and fruit of any 
kind, make a meal that’s appetizing, satisfying 
and complete. Perfectly balanced—perfectly 
digestible. And less work for Mother, too! 


Shredded 
Wheat 


Most food for least money 





















ONC 


It’s great fun—playing a Saxophone—and so easy. 
Practically any real boy can quickly master it. You 
don’t have to “study” and “practice” as with other 
instruments. You don’t have to be “musical.” 

Three lessons sent free start you. In a week or two 
you will be playing some of the popular airs. 
First-class Saxophonists make big money and the 
work is easy and pleasant. Try one 6 days in your 
own home. Easy payments if desired. 


FRE —Saxophone Book 


We have a very interesting book on the Saxo- 

phone that every boy should have. It contains 
pictures of many of the famous Saxophone players and popular orchestras 
of America and tells all about the entire family of Buescher Sayophones. 
Send coupon for a free copy. Mention any other instrument in which you 
may be interested. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 


Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments ” 
1013 Buescher Block a 
Elkhart, Indiana Ps 
°° 
. 
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What Other Magazine Do You Want? 


Pablishers Offer Bargains for Scouts 


Show Your Parents and Friends 








What is the favorite magazine of your Father or Mother? Do 
you like baseball, physical development, science, popular inven- 
tions, sports of field and stream? Pick out the other magazine 
you want in addition to BOYS’ LIFE. 


The big idea of this list was to benefit the subscribers and friends 
of BOYS’ LIFE by getting the best magazines for them at the 


lowest possible prices. 


Look for the special periodical for you or your parents in this list. 
Show other boys and their parents. It’s a good turn all around! 
Other publishers were generous in their co-operation with 
BOYS LIFE, the Boy Scouts’ Magazine. So, you can have these 


Big Savings if you ORDER NOW. 








Regular Special You 
BOYS’ LIFE, The Boy Scouts’ Magazine Price Price Save 
with American Magazine and Woman’s 
Home Companion (Both to one address) $6.00 $5.00 $1.00 
with American Golfer 5-00 4.50 50 
with American Magazine 4.50 4.25 25 
with American Needlewoman 2.25 1.90 35 
with Baseball Magazine 4.00 3.50 50 
with Century 7.00 5.75 1.25 
with Christian Herald }.00 3-25 75 
with Christian Herald and Today’s House- 
wife 4.50 3.80 .70 
with Colliier’s 4.00 3.50 50 
with Delineator 4.00 3.45 75 
with Etude Music Magazine. 4.00 3.35 65 
with Etude and Pictorial Review 5.50 4.50 1.00 
with Farm and Fireside....... 2.25 1.90 35 
with Good Housekeeping... .. 5.00 4.75 25 
with Golden Book........... 5.00 4.50 .50 
with Harper’s Bazar......... 6.00 5.75 25 
with Hunting and Fishing 2.50 2.15 25 
with Little Folks... 4.00 3.25 -75 
with Little Folks and Pictorial Review 5.50 4.75 75 
with McCall’s and Little Folks... 5.00 4.00 1.00 
with McCall's and Pictorial Review . 1.50 3.85 65 
with McClure’s 5.00 1.25 75 
with Modern Priscilla $.00 3.35 .65 
with Modern Priscilla and Today's Housewife 4.50 3.85 65 
with National Sportsman 3.00 2.60 40 
with Open Road. . 3.50 3.10 40 
with Physical Culture 4.50 4.00 50 
with Pictorial Review 3.50 3.25 25 
with Pictorial Review and Today’s Housewife 4.00 3.50 .50 
with People’s Home Journal 3.00 2.55 45 
with Popular Science.... 4.50 4.25 25 
with Radio News...... ; 4.50 4.25 25 
with Review of Reviews... 6.00 4.50 1.50 
with Scribner’s........- 6.00 4.75 1.25 
with St. Nicholas....... 6.00 5.25 75 
w.th Sunset. . 4.50 3.75 75 
with Today’s Housewife. 2.50 2.25 .25 
with Woman’s Home Companion 3.50 3.25 25 
with World’s Work...... 6.00 5.00 1.00 
with Youth’s Companion. 4.00 3-50 50 
with Youth’s Companion and Pictorial Re- 
a re ear ‘ 5.50 4.50 1.00 


THESE PRICES GOOD UNTIL NOV. 10TH ONLY 


Send your order and remittance to Box A 


BOYS’ LIFE, vse” 200 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


top of your ice bell. ‘Then insert the stick in 
the manner shown in the sketch. Arrange so 
that the stone hangs down a little more than 









Sowing 
canisters 
with the 
water 
between 
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half way in the bell. If the handle does not 

| hold well in the ice pour a little cold water 
| round it or pack in some wet snow. This will 
soon freeze and make everything quite firm. 
You can ring your bell and you will find that 
| it gives a very nice clear note. Of course as 
| long as the bell is kept in a freezing tempera- 
ture the ice will not melt. 


A Surprising Trick 
ERE is a very astonishing trick which 


poker and with this bore a hole through “4 
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“Make America 
Musical’? 


The Hohner Harmonica is endorsed by 
musical and educational authorities as the 
logical instrument with which to encour- 
age children to learn music by playing it. 
‘‘The Harmonica was the first instrument 
Iever knew” says Irving Berlin, nationally 
known composer and music publisher. 








illustrates an important scientific fact 
known as the moment of inertia. For the 
purpose secure a length of cotton thread of 
moderate stoutness. Then obtain a_ two- 
pound weight or anything that weighs about 
| this amount. Drive a nail in over a doorway, 
jor any similar position. Now suspend the | 
| weight from the nail by means of the piece of 
|thread. If you find that the thread will | 
| support rather more than the two pounds this 
| will make the trick all the more astonishing. 
| Now get three or four feet of very strong twine. 
This should be so strong. that it would be 
possible to lift a ten-pound weight, at least, 
| with it. Loop some string around the weight 
securely and then to the under side of the loop 
attach the string. Under the weight it is well 
to place a cushion in case you should not carry 
out the trick properly at first and the weight 
should fall. 

Surprising as it may seem to be (if it is only 
pulled hard enough) the string will break and 
yet the slender cotton will not be broken at all. 
The jerk must be very sudden and straight 
downwards and in order to prevent the twine 
from cutting into your hand it is a good plan 
to wrap a handkerchief round the fingers. 
Probably at the first attempt you will not have 
the courage to give a powerful enough jerk. 
In this case the thread will break and the 
| weight will fall on to the cushion. When you 
| make up your mind to jerk as hard as you can 
the string breaks and the cotton is quite 
| untouched. 
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The explanation of this is simple enough 
|when you consider what is meant by the 
moment of inertia. All bodies which possess 
| weight are said to possess inertia by reason of 
their resistance to a sudden movement. The 
weight possesses this inertia and will not move 
in response to the sudden jerk given to the 
string. Actually the resistance during the 
fraction of a second in which the jerk is made 
is tremendous and the string breaks before the 
cotton. With a less violent movement the 
moment of inertia passes and the weight 
tumbles to the ground. 





“Tt is natural that a healthy youngster 
should take to the Harmonica, and from 
the Harmonica it is but a step to another 
musical instrument and a musical educa- 
tion. It will not surprise me if the Har- 


| monica becomes a mostimportantfactorin 


making America a more musical nation.” 


Anyone can quickly learn to play a Hohner Har. 
monica with the aid of the Free Instruction Book, 
procurable at all dealers. If your dealer is out of 
copies, write M. Hohner, Inc., Dept.150, New York, 











Don’t Miss 


The Many Good Things Coming in 


BOYS’ LIFE 


Renew Your Subscription 


NOW 


















Hundreds of Scouts 
Snapped Up Our 
Special Offer 


HERE'S ONE MORE CHANCE 


So many snapped up the unusual offer 
we made to Boy Scouts in last month's 
issue of Boys’ Life, that we decided to 
extend it one more month. 





Here’s another chance to get one of 
those big fine self-filling fountain pens 

better than Dad’s—and maybe it 
won't cost you a cent. Think of 
owning a fountain pen that’s unbreak- 
able! That holds 4 times more ink 
than other pens! Transparent—you 
always know how much ink you've 
got! Price, $2.50. Guaranteed equal 
to pens selling in stores for $7, $8.75 
or more. 


SEND NO MONEY 


When you mail the coupon below you 
get 50c off of the regular price. You 
don't pay the remaining $2 until the 
Postman delivers your Postal Pen 
Vith it you receive 5 coupon-cards, each 
worth 50c on purchase of a new pen 
If you dispose of these at 50¢ each— 
you not only have your pen free, 
you're 50c ahead! But mail the 
coupon today! 





Yvan POSTAL 
rower,“ RESERVOIR PEN 


ese meee eens ee eee 
POSTAL PEN CO., Inc. 


Dept. 16, 25 West 43rd St., 
New York City 








Tell Your Friends 


The White Leader 




















Begins Next Month 











When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


Please send me one Postal Reservoir Pen and five 50¢ 
coupon-¢ards which I may give away or dispose of at 
|50e. each. I will pay postman $2.00—your special 
introductory price to Boy Scouts—upon receipt of pen 


Street. . 


November 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


| Increase ‘Respect for 


Much of the success of the Scout Movement depends 
upon the impression made by Scouts and Scout Officials. 
Their appearance in the official uniform of the Move- 
ment identifies them as representatives 
of the Boy Scouts of America, and places 
upon them the responsibility 
of upholding its dignity. 
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The ‘time has arrived for observance of the 
general practice whereby no Boy Scout will appear 
in public, as a Scout, unless he is correctly and 
neatly uniformed. This will increase respect for 
the Scout Movement and for the Scout uniform. 


¢ All Scouts in each community should be uniformed 

alike. Every Local Council, or each Troop where 

there is no Council, has the privilege of selecting 

from the officially approved uniform those parts 
which shall constitute the prescribed local 
Scout outfit for all official occasions. 





There is only one official uniform 
ts —we are the sole makers. Each pret ces ou 
of our garments meets the rigid intervals on each 
: , piece of the Offi- 
ft requirements of the National chai Made Acs 
er Supply Service and passes thorough Uniform Cloth. 


Only cloth author- 
ized to be so 
marked can _ be 


inspection forcloth quality, 
f strength of seam, workmanship, — 








; . trusted to meet 
z and finish. oe the official re- 
a5 quirements. 
You Purchase through Official Local 
2 Outfitters, or the National Scout SIGMUND EISNER COMPANY 
ite Supply Service RED BANK, NEW JERSEY 


‘|the Scout Uniform! 


When answering advertisements please mention BOY’S LIFE 


ember 








54 


Ward’s New 
Radio Catalogue 
Is Yours Free 


This Catalogue represents 
the world’s greatest 
radio store 


“SS 
Where you buy Radio is equally as im- 


portant as the set you buy. 

Send to Radio Headquarters for the 
most complete Catalogue of the season. 
See for yourself what is new in Radio and 
what has been actually tested and ap- 
proved. 

See for yourself what low prices can be 
made on Radio when it is sold without 
the usual ‘‘Radio profits.” 


A Complete Radio Manual 


This new 52 page Radio Catalogue shows every- 
thing in parts, batteries, cabinets, contains a 
list of stations, a radio log for recording stations. 
It shows the best of the new sets. One tube sets 
that give amazing results. Five tube sets with a 










single dial to turn. Think of tuning in one sta- 
tion after another by turning a single dial! 
Every price quoted means a big saving to you. 
Everything offered is tested by our own Radio 
Experts; in fact, the best experts compiled this 
Catalogue for you. 
Write for this free 52 Page Book. It is yours 


Free. 
Our 53 Year Old Policy 


For 53 years we have sold only quality merchan- 
dise under a Golden Rule Policy. You can rely 
absolutely upon the quality of everything shown 
in this Radio Catalogue. 


Write to the house nearest you for your free copy of Ward’s new 
Radio Catalogue. Address Dept. 3-R 


Montgome 


ESTABLISHED 1872 


ry Ward &Co 


The Oldest Mail Order House is Today the Most Progressive 


Baltimore Chicago KansasCity St. Paul 


ae Ore. Oakland, Calif. Fe. Worth 


Dom 
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Make Money Quickly 


raising guinea pigs, squabs, etc., at home 
in spare time. Highest prices paid to 
raisers. Market guaranteed. No experi- 
ence necessary. Free illustrated booklet 
Mutual Food Products Co., Dept.D, 1457 Broadway, | New York 


Ditivered toyou you Free 5—% 
for 30 daystrial on approval. Your Sauna ana 
hay 








choice of 44 Styles, colors and sizes of 
the famous yo ow Bicycles. Express pre- 
$5: Bicycles $: 1-60 and UD. . , 

a Mo an aie moke the bie 

cle earn the smaiimonthly payments. 

ires * wheels, lamps and equipment at 
half usual prices. Write for remark- 
able factory ead ® sand marvelous offers. 
















|TELEGRAPHY 


(Morse and ‘Wizelens) and RAILWAY ACCOUMTING taught thor- 
oughly. Big salaries; great Cg ae Oldest, largest school. 
Endorsed by Telegraph. Railway, Radio, 

Expenses low—opportunities o earn large portion, 
DODGE’S INSTITUTE. Kirk Street, Valparaiso, ind. 











and Government officials. 
Catalog free. 





}) RADIO TUBES 


ALL TYPES. GUARANTEED 
$1.50 Each 
ACME canon otnmaaa co. 


Dept. 10 
903 Broad St., - iewask, N. J. 


. 
| 
| 

















The Biggest 5 Tube Value 
on the Market °: Positively, the srorid’s greatest D TUBE SET 


$75.00 
Bakelite panel, Satin finish, handsomel 
low-loss condensers, coils and sockets. 


value, fully built and utes! in peautitul poe, Srabinet of latest design, sloping 
ete 
akelite baseboard p panel and dials. $29.50 for set 


ed and engraved. Constructed of the finest 


only. Transportation charges extra, shipping weight 25 


This set with all eget includ. 
adjustable unit, 2-45 vo! 


ing the famous American Bell foud speaker with 
tteries, one guaranteed 100 Ampere Hour, storage **A”’ 


battery, cable for Sate coumtien. 5-201A tubes, aerial and 


ground equipment, and everything complete, ready to sct up 
‘Traas- 


and operate. Nothing else to buy. Price 


$59.75. 


portation charges extra. Shipping weight 100 Ibs. 


mode lates! 
console ‘models with lou 
tn cabinets - genuine an, 
os anteed. Coas' 
ontains everything in poe omy sup- 


rang: lsu 
lies: ‘including mettorigs. ¢ rers, loud oe 





other t@ you may want for improving your set 
-, bui ding a new one. Guaran' eaveng te sence 
1-3 We are 

ma rder house 
PH RADIO. CORPORATION 


me wares ‘largest e 
NDOL 
aso forth Union Ave., Dept.135 CHICAGO 
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How to Add a Bulb to a Crystal Set 


(Continued from page 28) | 





Figure 3), and the positive terminal to one of 
the F posts (IF stands for filament) on the socket. 
The remaining F post is led to the remaining 
post on the rheostat. After this connection is 
made, the bulb will light when the rheostat is 
turned up. 

One side (either side) of the grid condenser 
(GC) is now connected to the G post (meaning 
grid) on the socket. The P post (which stands 
for plate) is connected to the bypass condenser 
(C) and to the telephone receivers which have 
previously been disconnected from the crystal 
set. The other side of the telephone receivers 
is connected to the remaining terminal on the 
bypass condenser, and to the plus terminal of 


G 











generally grouped two on a side, the sides 
themselves sometimes being initialed P and S. 
In such a case, P stands for primary and S for 
secondary, the two separate transformer 
windings already referred to. The posts will 
probably be marked P and B (primary) and 
G and F (secondary). No grid condenser or 
leak will be necessary in method number two, 
A 45-volt ““B” battery should be bought 
instead of a 22.5-volt battery. 

The connections for the amplifier parts are 
shown in Figure 4. It will be observed that the 
filament connections remain the same as 
specified for method number one. The G 
terminal on the transformer is connected to the 
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HOW TO CONNECT 
CELLS IN SERIES 


the 22.5 volt “B” battery. ‘The minus side of 
the ‘‘B”’ battery is wired to the plus side of the 

\” battery. If you will follow these direc- 
tions out on the diagram, Figure 3, you will 
understand them perfectly. This completes 
the connections of the new apparatus, and it 
now remains to wire these parts to the crystal 
set, which is — as follows: 

Short circuit posts A and B—that is, connect 
them together with a short length "of wire. 
There remain posts C and D. Lift the cat- 
whisker off of the crystal—or, better yet, 
remove the crystal. Connect C to the remain- 
ing terminal of the grid condenser (X on 
T'igure 3) and D to the plus side of the “A” 
battery (Y on Figure 3). The set will now 
operate on the bulb detector. The bulb should 
be turned on, by means of the rheostat, until 
signals are of best intensity—no farther. 
Tuning will be the same as with the crystal 
detector, excepting that perhaps it will be 
slightly sharper. 


The Amplifier Method 

In our second method the crystal detector is 
still used, so we can forget about posts C and 
D. An additional part, known as an amplify- 
ing transformer, must be purchased; this will 
cost from $2.50 to $5.00. Obtain one of the 
better advertised makes, such as General Radio, 
Amertran, Acme, Rauland Lyric, Thordar- 
son, All American, etc. The ratio is almost 
immaterial in this case, but if you have a 
choice, select a four to one; which means that 
the secondary will have four times as many 
turns of wire as the primary. The amplifying 
transformer will have four binding posts, 


Hg. 3 


G terminal on the socket. The P terminal on 
the socket connects, as usual, to one side of the 
telephone receivers and the remaining side of 
the headset to the plus terminal on the “B” 
battery. However, the bypass condenser, this 
time, is connected across the transformer posts 
B and P instead of across the winding of the 
telephone receivers. (Note: If there is already 
a bypass condenser connected across posts A 
and B in Figure 2, the second condenser, across 
B and Pon the transformer is not necessary.) 
The minus side of the “B”’ battery connects 
again to the plus terminal of the “.”’ battery. 
The F posts on the amplifying transformer 
connect to the minus side of the “A” battery. 

It will probably be more convenient to build 
up the amplifier on a separate base, such as 
suggested in Figure 5, than to incorporate it 
with the tuner. However, either system will 
be quite as efficient electrically. A baseboard 
5% inches long by 5 inches wide was used in 
mounting the amplifier photographed in 
Figure 5. 

Returning to the crystal + the ampliferi is 
connected as follows: Posts A and B are wired 
respectively to the P and B posts on the trans- 
former. Sometimes the amplifier will {work 
better with A connected to amplifier P and B 
to amplifier B post, and sometimes with this 
order reversed. The better connection can be 
determined by experiment. 

The operation of the ombination set is 
exactly the same as that of the simple crystal 
receiver excepting, of course, that the tube 
must be lighted. (Turn the rheostat up only 
as far as necessary to secure best results.) 

In either method one or method tvo, do not 
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BURGESS 


BATTERY. 


Two 
CELLS 





Dependable . 


HE battery is the heart of 
your or any flashlight, and your 
care in selecting the very highest 
quality will be repaid in generous 
measure in longer service and de- 
pendability under every condition. 


Burgess Batteries—Flashlight, 
Radio and General Ignition—are 
electrically, chemically and me- 
chanically perfect, and for fifteen 
years Burgess Flashlight Batteries 
have been the true standard of 
quality in the flashlight field. 


A Laboratory Product 


Burcess BATTERY COMPANY 
GENERAL SALES OFFICE: CHICAGO 
Canadian Factories and Offices: 

Niagara Falls and Winnipeg 


BURGESS 


FLASHLIGHTS & 
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\iical ‘con coupled amplification. 


neglect to turn the filament off when the set is | 
not being used. 
Method number one will give slightly the | 
better selectivity and distance, while method | 
number two will give the greater volume. 
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Chat With the Department Editor 
My Favorite Radio Set 


I am often asked ‘What is the best radio set?” 
I cannot answer this question, because there is no 
such animal. “Best” means, best for you, the 
individual owner,.and must take into consideration 
finances, electrical facilities and an infinite number of 
personal qualifications and desires. But the other 
= day I was asked a question that I really can answer 
and that is, ‘‘ What is your favorite receiver?” That 
question, of course, means right now—at present. 
My “favorite receiver” will necessarily change when 
I move to other quarters—perhaps with a change in 
broadcasting wave lengths, and assuredly with the 
advance of this science-art. 

I am located in New York City. There are five 
stations within a few miles of me to which I care to 
listen. These stations—the best stations in the 
country—fill, quite adequately, my broadcasting 
needs. DX does not tempt me. It is impossible to 
receive distant stations, on the present broadcasting 
powers, with that consistency and absence of static 
and similar noises that make reception enjoyable to 
one for whom radio has long since lost its novelty. | 

I insist on quiet reception—the reduction of static, 
and interference from door bells, automobiles, etc. 
Therefore, I use a small indoor antenna—about 
= twenty-five feet long—and no radio-frequency tubes 
before detector. As I am interested only in local _re- 
ception, this is quite sufficient. The receiver itself is 
an ancient Grebe CR3 (eight years old), which many 
of my readers will recognize as a vario-coupler, two- 
variometer regenerative set. The detector tube is 
never permitted to oscillate. Selectivity is quite 
satisfactory, owing partly to the short antenna and 
my indifference to DX. 

I am a lover of music and insist on quality—so the 
detector tube is outputted to a three-stage resistance 
coupled amplifier, consisting of two HI-MU tubes 
inputting to a power tube. The loud speaker is a 
special cone. 

I rarely listen to more than one station in an 
evening—picking out that entire program which most 
— to me; and forget the dials until the next day. 

enjoy my radio as one might an evening at the 
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The Roberts Set 


QUESTION: Hearing so much about the 

Roberts receiver, I should like to build this set. 

| Can you give me a diagram of this set, so that 

|it can be connected to a five-tube amplifier? 
H. B., Millstadt, Ill. 

ANSWER: You will find the Roberts 
receiver completely described in the March 
number of Boys’ Lire for this year, and the 
May number shows how to add a single stage of 
| straight transformer coupled amplification to 
this set. 

Not more than two steps of amplification 
should be used exterior to the Roberts circuit. 
The experimenter will be certain to encounter 
difficulties, in the form of distortion, howling, 
etc., if more than two stages are attempted. 

About the best combination for the Roberts 
set is one stage of push-pull amplification. 
Resistance coupling does not function very 
satisfactorily on the Roberts receiver. If 
resistance coupling is to be used, it will be 
advisable to eliminate the reflex stage—em- 
ploying straight radio-frequency amplification, 
detector tube, followed by three stages of 
This is an 
ideal combination. The editor prefers this 
arrangement to reflexing. 


Adding a Tube 


QUESTIONS: 1. How can you make a 
simple six-volt storage battery out of the 
things you have at home? 

2. Is it possible to add a tube to a set without 
getting more parts than a socket and a tube? 

3. [am using a WDi2 tube. Would T be 
sure of getting better results if I changed to a 
storage-battery tube? 

4. Would it be possible to change the battery 
leads on any set to see which connection gives 
the better results? P. M., Twin Beaches, 
Idaho. 

ANSWERS: 1. It is impractical to attempt 
the home construction of a storage battery. 

2. I have described in detail the possibilities 
of adding another tube in this issue of THE 
RADIO TOWER. Add the one-stage amplifier 
in your set. 

3. The WDr2 is a very good detector tube. 
However, if you build the amplifier, substitute 
a 199 or 299 tube for the WD1r2. You will then 
have no difficulty in operating both tubes from 
one “A” battery. Six-volt tubes are only 
necessary for power purposes—when two or 
more stages of audio amplification are em- 
ployed. 

4. You can reverse the “A” battery leads 
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without danger. Be careful, however, not to 

















OW MANY different kinds of 

dogs do you know by sight 
—game birds, song birds, flags, fish, animals, butterflies. 
What do you know about them? 


If your toy or department store is out of stock, we will 
send you the Electric Questioner for $3.50 


KRAPE ELECTRIC CORPORATION 
Dept. 105 











ASK THE ELECTRIC QUESTIONE 
IT KNOWS—And it tells you by Electricity 


That’s what has made it the most fascinating game ever 
invented. It answers riddles and conundrums, tells 
authors of famous sayings, gives facts of geography, 
history and literature, and is the funniest joker that 
ever broke up a party with its droll answers. 


Now equipped with wonderful picture cards 
in colors, in addition to the plain printed 
cards which first made it famous. 


Port Chester, New York 4 
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Ideas 


It's Fun to Make Things 


Let the other boys wonder how you can make so many 
interesting things. Make your own motor sled. Make 
your own radio. Make your own skiis and snowshoes. 
You can learn how to make almost anything that any 
boy could want by following the pictures and thesimple 
directions in 


TheBoyMechanicLibrary 


And just think of it, there are nearly 4,000 separate 
articles in the four beautiful volumes! Some of the 
most fascinating subjects are listed below. 


. . 
Helps for Earning Merit Badges 
Definite instructions are given that will help you earn many 
of the merit badges for Boy Scouts, Following is a list of 
some of the subjects: 


3,917 


Pictures 


Boats. Radio China painting Outdoor games 
Camping lagic Decorative ireless 
Ice*boats Trapping metal work Bicycle 
Water sports Leather work Furniture mak- Flowers 
Toboggan Sarpentry Farming (ing Hunting 
Skis Painting Poultr. ites 
Indian snow - Toys Models Secret locks 
shoes Fishing Wood working Swings 
Skating | Automobile Electrical Sleds - 
ae pone House decora- devices Power devices 
‘ind wagons ons Photography Gardening 
Motor sieds Drafting Music indoor games 





Learn How to Make Things to Sell 
Learn how to make things to enjoy. Buy the complete 
library, including Book 1, Book 2, Book 3, and Book 4, 


SEND NO MONEY 


Simply sign your name and address to the attached coupon 

and mail it at once. When the postman delivers the books 

to your door, pay him the special bargain price of $7 for 

the four books and the few cents postage. That is all. 
POPULAR MECHANICS PRESS 

Popular Mechanics Building, Room 1148, Chicago, ll. 


seccscessscsesMail the Coupon Today:sseseesesss: 


Popular Mechanics Press, 
Popular Mechanics Bldg, Room 114 ,Chicago, Il. 


Please send me at once C. O. The Boy Mechanic Library comprisin: 


eos F pe Slee. 3, and Book 4. 1 will pay the postman $7 an 
IN cus vsetsas ches sosepenskaabasdesbecdsasibeaniadadaneetsedh ee 
Bes ccssecicceascscocsdwcccccosedcasossccced State......ccccscece 
Street No, or R. 


De Mictadiosd abnessenperbasedeoda tpdgsccp ap sasenne 
If you want individual books at $2 each, check the numbers of the books 
you want: Ii lz 3 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


















| 











WY 


[[innt|| 





















































































wo 


for 


fell 


for 





You can start now. 


J. B. Gardner, 


“> BOYS’ LIFE 


200 Fifth Avenue 





By Noon I Had 


Let Robert Parker, Eagle 
Scout, tell you in his own 


and his own good work did 


you read that you can start 
right out as he did. 


$3.50 in the First Hour 


“My Scout suit looked ex- 
tremely shabby. 
do? 
LIFE. 


seven subscriptions. 
than an hour I had earned 
over $3.50. By noon I had 
sold twenty subscriptions 
and earned over Ten Dollars 


For supplies and sales help write 


Earned Over 
Ten Dollars! 


rds what BOYS’ LIFE 


him. Remember while 


What to 
I remembered BOYS’ 
I visited all eight 
ows of my patrol and sold 
In less 


the new uniform.” 


New York City 








TRIANGLES 
Searce Nyassa giraffe triangle, 1 Aus- 
tria Special Delivery, 1 Fiume va 


ADiff. ' for Se| 


battleship, Fiume 2e brown 
‘triangular st¢ compe 
AND 8 DIFF. UNUSED ANGOLA, ST. THOMAS & 


MOZAMBIQUE INC L UDED F g\ GOOD MEASURE 
HOW'S THAT FOR A NICKEI 
Cc ROWDER ST. rAMP co.. Waverly, Baltimore, Md. 


ROYAL SURPRISE PACKET 
10 French Col., 10 British ca , 10 Port. Col.; small album, 
250 Hinges, Perforation Gauge and Millimetre Scale, 
Coupon, Price List and a packet of 50 Diff. Stamps, all 
for 10c. to new approval applicants. 
Royal Stamp Co., 6020 Broadway, San Antonio, Tex. 





a wonderful collec- 
tion of these popular stamps, 


100 NEW 
- 7 » eave llars re 
EUROPE scene 2° i oat Ret Ap 


provals, send 2 cents postage. 


BADGER STAMP CO., Box 64, Milwaukee, Wis. 


FREE—FINE ZOOLOGICAL PACKET 


All different, 








Containing _ stam: with plotgres of _ Tigers, Oxen, Ant Eater, 
Le Emu,  Kangarog wan, Sergent. Alligator, Dove, 
1 tee , etc nd Sc (stamps) to cover 
cost of postage "a ask to see our ee aqeceess 50 = discount, 
and pet, additional pr Dp Pl jo not 
remit in coin. 

LIGHTBOWN’S, OSBORNE ROAD, SOUTHSEA, ENGLAND 





2 ice as ent of 500 
$10.00 for 25¢ A, iiterent stamps, Suse 
anteed to catalogue over $10.00; offered to approval 
applicants for only 25c. 

EDGEWOOD STAMP CO., 
‘MILFORD, CONN. 


NEW SYSTEM OF APPROVALS 


arranged that when you buy 
stamps you get stamps free. Low 


FT EE =. References required. 


LEES. DILLON, 1614 Alaca P1., Tuscaloosa, Ala. 








COMPLETE COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT 
An illustrated Album; 10 choice U.S. ships, trains, statues, 
ete. 55 diff. foreign, Kenya, Syria, etc.; pack of hinges. 
Perforation and Millimetre measure; AU for 10ctf you 
ask for approvals. Big price list and special list of 600 5c 
sets Free. We alsotell you how to get /ree of cost Scott 
Catalog, Imperial, Modern, Junior or other albums and 
fine premiums for a few moments work. 
GEORGE s. LINN COMPANY, 


Columbus, Ohio 





Portuguese Colonials, REAL STAMPS. not junk, all | 
for colonials, including scarce war stamp, A packet that 
25 will delight you; you cannot duplicate it elsewhere 


Kenya, Antigua, Montserrat, Syria, Iraq, British | 


for $1. All for 25c to approval applicants only. 


PENNA STAMP CO., Manor, Pa. 


Nyassaland. Palestine, and 76 other diff. Brit., French, | 





MIXED STAMPS from 40 different Countries, 
Australia, North, Central, and South America, 
Africa, China, Japan, British, French Colonies, 


War issues, Russia, etc., also 500 stamp hinges, 
Or pocket approval book, perforation gauge, and 5 
United States stamps issued from 1861 to 88. 
25c Biggest bargain ever offered to approval appli- 
cants. Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. 
HUSSMAN STAMP CO., Dept. B.L., ST. LOUIS, MO. 
cents Asia, Africa, Australia, South, Central, and 


1 0 North America and a large stamp album with 500 
stamp illustrations to applicants forapproval stamps. 1000 


stamp hinges 10c. 
LAKE STAMP CO. 
27 S. Taylor Avenue 





for 110 all different stamps from Europe, 


St. Louis, Mo. 





Zambesia, Zanzibar, Abyssinia, Herzegovina, Allenstein 
stamps, Menagerie eosoe, and Album, only 10 cents. 
4 diff. Amanie. 12¢. Armenia, 12c. 1 Brunei, 3c. 
1 Cook Is., 2 Kiauchau 7e. 1 Moheli 5c. 2 Nauru, 
9c. 10 a, i2e. 1 Tahiti, 8c. 1 Tanganyika, 5e. 


Liberty Stamp Co., 3974 Arsenal St., St. Louis, Mo. 


TOP Tip-Top Approvals. 
TIP.-1 TOP STAMP CO. Colorado Springs, Col. 


410 different choice selected foreign stamps. 


Dozens of unused and hard to get. Catalogs very highly. 
Keep the ones you want at Only One Cent Each. 
eferences please. 


EARL M. HUGHES, 518 Homestead Ave., PEORIA, ILL 


300 DIFFERENT STAMPS 10 
(Cataloging $6.00) Cc 
and price list to those — to see our classy 
50% discount approval sheets Tinges, 10c. per 1000 
postpaid. Scott's 1926 Catalog, $2.00, postage extra. 
| K. C. Stamp Co., Dept. 2, Lee Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. 





Premium of 50 different, stunning stamps, 
fine stamp wallet, perforation gauge, mm. 
™ scale, ruler; good stamp from Kenya & 
Uganda (cannibal land!), Gold Coast, 
Persia, ali for 6 cents to applicants for 











BIG VARIETY PACKET — Interesting collection, Latvia 
ete., free for 2c postage. 50 Danzig 39c; 150 Europe 
19¢; 25 Balkans 10¢; 50 Czecho 14c; 100 Netherlands $1.75; 
50 U. S. 10¢e; 400 Foreign 37¢; 20 South Sea Islands 65c; 
60 Asia 18¢;'40 Canada 37c; 30 Scenery 21c; 1 Benin 5c; 
1 Hejaz 5c; 1 Niue 5c; 20 Sweden 5c; 10 Angola 19¢; 10 
Cape Verde I4c; 50 Ecuador 4ic; 50 Belgium 22¢; 2 
North Borneo 5c. Gray Stamp Co., Toronto, Canada. 








| FREE! We’ by pew and we'll give a lot to meet you! 
Send for 25 real hot ones—no post-war 
trash—and learn of our free profit-sharing plans. te 


| faction guaranteed. Wonderful approvals. TRY US 

JUST ONCE, TH. at S ALL WE ASK! You'll be glad. 
PEERLESS SALES CO. 

P. O. Box 471 New York City 























S BOB and Harry were on their way home 
from school, Phil Mitchell, captain of the 
football team, hailed them, and they stopped 


to wait for him. From one hand he swung a 
football helmet and in the other he held several 
books strapped together. After an exchange 
of greetings, Phil said: 

“You two fellows are supposed to be the | 
experts on postage stamps. How about a little 
advice?” 

“Are you a collector?’’ Bob asked. 

“T might be, with a little encouragement. 
It’s like this. I have an envelope here full of 
stamps—they were given to me. I don’t know 
what they are, 


designs got me interested. They are 
silent little emigrants that have come to me 
from all over the world, and I’m sure they can 
be made to talk. I want to find out about the 
portraits and—well, the best way I know is to 
show them to you two.” 

“Come over to Harry’s house. 
our way there now.” 

Phil gladly accepted, and the three were 
presently gathered at a table by one of the 
windows of Harry’s room. The football cap- 
tain unstrapped his books and dug out an 
envelope from one of them. “Here they are,” 
he said as he emptied the contents on the table. 

Bob and Harry fell to picking them over, 


punctuating their inspection with comments 


on certain specimens that interested them. 

“Quite a good lot,” was Harry’s final con- 
clusion. 

“And you want advice about starting a 
collection?”’ Bob added. 

“T heard you fellows talking on the steps of | 
the library a few weeks ago and I was a good | 
deal interested, but I made up my mind if I 
took the thing up I’d begin on a small scale. 


I realized a lot of money could be easily spent | 
—that not only the album and a catalogue and | 


odds and ends, but to add more stamps might 
mount up to—well, more than I could afford. | 
How can it be done at a very small cost?” 

“Tt’s easy,” Harry said. 
need a book to mount the stamps in, and I'll 
show you one that I bought at the ten-cent 
store, that is hard to beat. It is called a loose- 
leaf note-book.” Harry brought the book from 
his closet. ‘‘You see these two rings through 
the back edge not only hold the pages in place, 
but they may be opened to admit more pages, 
and you can buy‘all you want with holes punched 
in each sheet ready to be put in place.”’ 

‘“*Fine!” cried Phil. ‘My father has a loose- 
leaf album for his newspaper clippings, but 
it cost five or six dollars. This one is just the 
thing.” Phil was all enthusiasm. 

** All you have to do now is to put the stamps 
in the book, but a system will be needed for 
that.” Harry took a ruler from a drawer. 
“We'll begin with a single sheet which I shall 
now remove from the book by opening the 
small nickel rings. We measure the sheet and 
find it is eight by ten and a half inches. A 
light pencil line must be ruled down the length 
of the sheet, and to be sure it is exactly in the 
middle I make a small dot at top and bottom 
of the page, using my ruler so that it is four 
inches from either edge. Now, we rule a line 
at the top of the sheet and here will be neatly 
lettered the name of the country. United 
States comes first, and you will have enough 
stamps to fill two pages at least. More may 
be added later if necessary. And now, Bob, 
we'd better sort the lot beginning with A at 
this end of the table and ending with Z at the 
other. Here are the new Austrian stamps with 
the stony-looking bird, the Bulgarian fifty 
centime, brown on blue, showing a lion’s head 
in silhouette with a curious, long, curly tongue 
sticking out of its open mouth; Netherland 
stamps with a new kind of perforation—four 
holes in a row, a blank space and then four 
holes more, on the upright side. It shows bet- 
ter before the stamps are separated. I'll lend 
you a catalogue, Phil, though you should 
really have one of your own. How else will it be 
possible to arrange your stamps or even to 
identify them? And stamp hinges you must 
have. A thousand for ten cents will do for the 
present. Now the stamps are all sorted, let us 
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Ready About October 10th 
1926 Edition 


Scott’s Postage Stamp Catalogue 


More than 1500 pages of complete and auth 
tative information about every postage 

ever issued by any government in the wo 
to date of going to press. Illustrates eve 
of stamp and watermark. Completely d 
every stamp, paper used, pe rforation, n 
of reproduction, watermark, and 
prices at which 
cancelled or uncancelled, from 






gives 
each stamp may be purchased, 
this company. 


color, 


Send in your order now 


Cloth $2.00, with thumb index $2.50. Forward. 


ing extra. Shipping weight 2 lbs. 

P. S. Write for information on our greatly en- 
larged line of 50 per cent. approvals, for the 
medium collector. Stamps average from 5 to 


50 cents 


SCOTT STAMP & COIN CO. 
33 West 44th Street, New York, N. Y. 


in price. 














ARABS! BANDITS!! HEAD-HUNTERS!!! 
Egypt (sphinx); Malay (tiger); Benadir (elephant); 
Tunis (arab); Turkey (sacred mosque) ; Belgium (showing 
battle between angel and “old horns’ "); Congo (head- 
hunter)—All of these mysterious and remarkable stamps 
are contained in our Famous Phantom Packet! 55 fine 
varieties (to approval applicants only) for eight cents. 

Nothing like it, order at once! 

PACIFIC STAMP Co., Box 515, Helena, Montana 
Extra! Send us, with your order for the Phantom Packet at &c, the 
names of three of friends who collect stamps: and we will give 
you, free of char. a scarce set of 11 dif. Albania pe land— 


ec cataloguing over $i: ‘50. Supply limited, write immediat ely! 


Fine packet 101 all different genuine stamps from Panama, 
Guatemala, Chile, Argentine, etc., cat. value over $3.00; 
5 unused French Colonies (large, beautiful stamps); per- 
foration gauge, ruler, millimetre scale; big price list; set 
Venezuela, cat. value (1923) $2.79. All for 12c to appli- 
cants for our famous approval sheets! 


DAVIES STAMP CO., 
P. O. Box 108 Toledo, Ohio 








FANTASTIC SCENERY PACKET 


Contains all different stamps of far-away countries de- 
picting wonderful, eg, Included are: Belgium 
(Satan with pitchfork); Barbadoes (Chariot and fiying 
horses) ; Chile (battle scene) ; Egypt (sphinx and pyramids); 
Jugoslavia (nude slave breaking chain); Newfoundland 


(wild caribou); Malay (ferocious tiger) ; Trinidad (Goddess 


of Victory) ; Tunis (fighting Arab) ; and others. To approval 
applicants enclosing 5c this great packet will be sent. 


PIKES PEAK STAMP CO. Box 215 COLORADO SPRINGS, COLO, 


| IMPORTANT: If you act right now we will also include free a tri- 
| angle stamp, perforation gauge, and a small package of hinges. 


FAMOUS FENWAY OUTFIT 


All for 12c; triangle stamp; small album; 250 hinges; 5 
large French Colonials; 2 special deliv eries; Airmail set; 
Red Cross set; Fantastic Fenway Packet containing 55 





| different including Abyssinia, Azores, Cape of 


Hope, Bosnia, Crete, Congo, etc. This wonderful outfit 
and 16 page price list only 12c to new approval applicants. 


FENWAY STAMP CO., 161 Massachusetts Ave., Boston, Mass. 


NYASSA _ GIRAFFES 


and packet 52 different scarce stamps 
FIUME TRIANGLE, 


large $1.00 U.S. ete. All Only Qc. 


to introduce approvals 
FENNEL STAMP CO., Dept. L, St. Louis, Mo. 


DIFFERENT 
100 "Stames’ FREE 
to applicants. for ”~ ular Net Anasorale, postage 2c. 
HRISTENSEN STAMP 
Milwaukee, Wis. 











Sycamore Bide. 





100 Used Foreign Stamps 
all different, free to all send- 
Postage 2c. Large album, 
If possible, send 


Toledo, Ohio 


Stamps Free 
ing for our approval sheets. 

l5e. List of 1500 ey at lc each. 
names 2 collectors. We buy stamps. 

B. L. QUAKER STAMP CO., 





/FAMOUS “BUCKEYE” OUTFIT 


101 ane stamps for 10c. Includes stamps from 
Japan, Italy, Roumania, Denmark, Sweden, Bavaria, 
British, French and Port. Colonies, etc. Also 100 — 
album ‘and gauge to all asking for our 50% approvals. 


WELLER STAMP CO., 246 E.H. BLVD., ELYRIA, OHIO 





Two scarce countries 


Abyssinia and Nyassa. wh ich'yos ee 


I offer for 15c to and a set applicants only a as 
century Abyssinia and a set = 10 beautiful Nyassa (Camel and G 
issue) CRD LAM! 

RICHARD MPRECHT, 81 Napoleon St., Valparaiso, Ind. 
E t ! Fine packet, 50 different aheslutely free with 
xtra order received this mon’ 


STAMPS 105 China, Egypt, Etc., Stamp Dit- 


tionary, list of 3000 Bargains and 
Coupons, 2c. Stamp Album, over 500 illustrations. 
with Gases, names of countries, ete., 3c. Bigger ones 


14c., 45e., $1.3 A. BULLARD & CO. 
; ’ 
ulus. monsgge flame: 44s'‘Tremone. st, Dept Mh 


porters: album manufacturers. 


100 


All Different 





Postage 2c. 1000 Peerless Hinges 15. 
Write for our Free Album offer. 
Lists Free. 
B. L. FISK STAMP CO. ° 
Toledo, Ohio 
selec 
I send - 


DISCOUNT its “ot 


Stamps FREE 
70% 
O sirable stamps on approval at 70 per cent. 
discount from standard catalogue prices. 


Reference required—Boy Scout membership sufficient. 
J. EMORY RENOLL, Dept. K Hanover, Penns 


November 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


this classification are accepted 
pproval of an expert. Kindly 
Y Service. 


ss they meet 








report any unsali 
HER’S $$$ Outfit—only 12c! Fine 
AN triangle stamp; set German 
stamps with (pre-war) value 
forty million dollars (interesting), perforation gauge, mme. 
scale; small album; 2 approval sheets; airmail set; scarce 
stamp from smallest republic on earth; newspaper set; 
packet good stamps from Travancore, Johore, Dutch 
Indies, ete. Entire outfit for 12c to approval applicants! 
(Nice pocket stock book, value 25c, with every order!) 


ANCHER STAMP CO, 
150 Clerk St. Jersey City, N. J. 





BOYS! Bet you haven't got a single stamp from 
* the Irish Republic! We offer this month 
only to approval applicants: Packet of 100 different from 
Cape of Good Hope, San Marino, Fiume (triangle), 
Travancore, Malay (tiger), Guatemala, Congo (savage), 
etc., etc.; also a fine set of 6 dif’. Ireland, perforation gauge 
& mme. scale, and 250 peelable hinges—all for eight cents! 
Supply limited, order at once. 


PAUL REVERE STAMP CO. WATERTOWN, MASS. 





? Have you ever owned a nice, shin new 
Boys * pair of steel stamp tongs? Lakeview offers: 
Famous “Confiscated” set of Bulgaria (the stamps that 
nearly started a war); set of new Germany with (prewar) 
face value over forty million dollars; perforation gauge: 
small album; nice packet 100 different from Argentine, 
British Guiana, Newfoundland, Africa, Dutch Indies, etc.. 
etc.—and last but not least, a dandy pair of stamp tongs! 
The entire big outfit only 15¢ to approval applicants! 
LAKEVIEW STAMP CO., Station F, Box 106, Toledo, Ohio. 


“Oh, Boys!” Mystics “Mysterious” Pack 
Boys!” Mystic’s “Mysterious” Packet! 
CONTAINS stamps from the lands of cannibals, heathens, 
sun worshippers, and wild savages!! 
Kenya and Usanda, Persia, Africa, Dutch Indies, Gold 
Coast, Federated Malay States, Eritrea, Nyassa, Travan- 
core, Siam, Congo, ete. This wonderful packet containing 
105 all different (mostly unused) for only 8 cents to ap- 
roval applicants! Big Price List Free with each order. 
YSTIC STAMP CO., Dept. 5, CAMDEN, New York 








NY Mexico, etc., and album... .. 
Som 1000 mixed 40c. 50 diff. U. S. 25e. 1000 
hinges 10c. Fine album for 3500 stamps 75e. 

List free. 1 buy collections. 


C. STEGMAN, 5951 Cote Brilliante Ave., ST. LOUIS, MO. 


BOYS! A SUNNY CALIFORNIA SPECIAL 


105 different from such countries as Abyssinia, Bulgaria, 
White Russia and many others; 250 hinges, perforation 
gauge. millimeter scale and stamp holder only EIGHT 
CENTS to applicants for our Hy-grade approvals. 


ag 50 VARIETIES Africa, Ceylon, Brasil, Cuba, 10 








H. W. MYERS & CO., Dept. A, 2931 Acton St., Berkeley, Calif. 
VARIETIES 
Album to hold 1152 stamps, 


100 cess FREE 


postage ge? 1000 hinges 15c; 
20c. 
with each order. B. L. Miami Stamp Company, Toledo, Ohio 








Six Mozambique or Jamaica Pictorials FREE to collectors re- 
questing our Twinlight Approvals. Special premium given for 
collectors peying or selling three of our sheets, Dandy stamps, 
Pictures, Animals, etc. Give references. 


EBEN H. TARR 


GHT APPROVALS 
fears 


SOOT. —> agent al 


Gloucester, Mass. 








_— 


The ‘‘Magnicarocius’’ 10c Packet 


Contains 107 Stamps from Iceland, African Congo, Cape 
of Good Hope, Hindustan, New South Wales, Cochin, 
Rajah, with bumber shoot watermark, Mozambique pic- 
torial, and other stamps from the hidden parts of the globe, 
also Perforation Gauge and Scale, also snappy lists to ap- 
proval applicants. Imperial Album $0¢ postpaid. Collec- 
tions Bought. Payn Stamp Co., 945 Vista Drive, Los 
Angeles, Calif. 





FRENCH COLONIES FREE—Showing African jungles, 
native chief, tigers, free for 2c. 60 U.S., 15¢.; 50 Br. Col., 
5c.; 45 Asia, 14c.; 30 Africa, 14c.; 200 Foreign, 1s8c.; 100 

, 39c.; 50 Scandinavian, 15¢.; 500 Space Album, 
lic.; 1000 Hinges, 14c.; 30 Canada, 14c.; 25 Australia, 
10c.; 30 Belgium, 10c.; 6 Bosnia, 6c.: 25 Bulgaria, 18c.; 
40 Czecho, 17¢.: 20 Egypt 12c.; 2 Borneo, 5c.; 5 Togo, 5c. 

EMPIRE STAMP CO., TORONTO, CANADA 





> > 
If you want REAL BARGAINS in stamps, 
just drop a postal to Josiah Babcock, St, 
Joseph, Michigan. Stamps 14c, 1c and up, 
oa > 


500 STAMPS 17c! _ 


Includes Finland, Fiume triangle, Ceylon, Guatemala, 

Australia (swan), Dominican Republic, New Zealand, 

ete. ‘To approval applicants only for 17¢e. Plenty of 
u 

rose, gold, blue and 


U. 8. le 
15 School St., Boston, Mass. 
green, also Surprise 


Golden Salvador =<" 


cat. over $1.00, only to approval applicants... .. . 
GLENN F. SMITH, . Girard, Kansas 











Beautiful 4 - color 
Stamp, printed in 





10 Different Foreign Stamps from ) including Africa, Asia, Aus- 

70 Different Foreign Countries tralia, Europe, West Indies 

andourpamphlet, which tells you “How to make your collection 

ofstamps properly.” For only 16 cents—A BIG BARGAIN. 
Queen City Stamp & Coin Company 

Room 35 604 Race St., Cincinnati, O. 





Five Different Airmail Stamps Given 
everyone sending for our Big Bargain Lists who 
encloses 4c postage. 20 UNUSED STAMPS FREE. 
me different 98c, 500 different 38c, both $1.25. Free 

nges with each $1.25 order. 
Buckey Stamp Co. 528 E. Alameda PI., Dayton, Ohio 
ee 


250 Different Stamps for 10c 


Bargain price list and 50% approval sheets sent with each 





Included _are | 


begin attaching them to the pages. Here’s pen 
and ink. Write or letter—whichever you can 
| do better—at the top, the name of the coun- 
try. The paper, you observe, is lined in blue. 
| This will help in placing the stamps in neat 
rows. A few of your United States stamps 
|date back as far as 1870—there are three. 


| With the date lettered in above we'll put them | 
| in a row at the top, the central one over our | 


pencil line that runs the length of the page. 
There are six of the 1873 issue, so three go 
either side of the line. With odd numbers in 
the row the central one will always be over our 
line and with even numbers on either side of 
it, unless the stamps are of odd sizes. This 
arrangement is only good for a start as it leaves 
no spaces for later arrivals. For instance, 
| there are twenty-two varieties to the 1870 set, 
including those with and without grill. We 
have only allowed space for three. However, 
there is one very practical side to our book. 
Perhaps you will not be interested to collect 
every country. Armenia, for instance, whose 
stamps, mainly surcharges on Russian stamps, 
are hard to find, and there are far too many 
issues—three hundred and thirty-eight, to be 
exact, and all since 1920. Very few of the 
more firmly established governments go at it 





|in that way. There are plenty of countries for | 
Germany, Austria | 


you to be interested in. 
| and Hungary have all sent out vast quantities 
| of stamps, but the downward trend of money 
| values was mainly responsible for this, so the 
| stamps have not only a historical interest but 


| are plentiful and easy to collect. There, Phil, | 


is it all clear?” 

“It seems to be while you are here to explain. 
Let’s see, aside from a catalogue, I have only 
to spend about thirty cents. I think I'll be 
reckless and buy a catalogue too.” 

“It will add greatly to the pleasure of col- 
lecting. Only the most recent issues that are 
not yet listed will puzzle you, and they may be 
kept in envelopes till the new catalogue is out 
| the following year. I noticed one very fine 
stamp in your little collection. On the face is 
| printed Gibraltar and the value, two shillings. 
Referring to the catalogue you find it was 
issued in 1907 and is valued at eight dollars. 
It is a perfect, used copy and a prize for any 
collection. In the envelope it was liable to be 
damaged by being creased or having the per- 
forations torn. Now that we have it mounted 
| it is safe from injury. Use only one side of the 
| 





page for stamps so they will not catch and tear. 

If you outgrow this book buy another and re- 
| arrange the pages, and if you stayinterested long 
| enough you'll finally want a regular album.” 





mid You Bacw 
That-- 














Thibetans greet each other by rubbing 
| noses? 

Over 150 different colors are obtained from 
coal-tar? 

A drop of blood goes round the body in 22 
seconds? 

The right hand is more sensitive to the touch 
than the left. 

Many kinds of beetles have two eyes on each 
side of the head? 

Lions and tigers become docile as lambs 
when they scent lavender? 

Roses originally came from Asia? 

Jews originated the custom of hand-shaking? 

The Chinese stand change of climate better 
than any other race? 

It would take a snail 14 days 5 hours, travel- 
ing continuously to go a mile? 

Herrings will not live in aquariums? 

The skin of a large whale is two feet thick? 

Coal did not become common fuel until 1625? 

A spider in Sumatra has legs seventeen 
inches long? 

In a year a horse eats nine times its own 
weight in hay? 

The color of the Red Sea is due to certain 
marine plants in it? 

An engine consumes more coal in cold 
weather than in hot? 

The average person speaks about twelve 
thousand words a day? 

A grain of iodine will color seven thousand 
times its weight of water? 

Lobsters will cast claws from sheer fright? 

Beasts of prey are not usually good for food? 

A swallow can keep up a speed of go miles 
per hour? 

More than half the human body is composed 
of water? 

There are no microbes 2,000 feet above the 
level of the sea? 





_: Fine album for 4,000 stamps, 70c. English hinges 
508 gr 1,000, N 2ST STAMP COMPANY, | 
emper Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. ! 


1925 


The name Newton occurs no fewer than 72 
times in English place-names? 
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Building a Real 
Electric Locomotive 
is Great Fun!! 


Boys: The Loco-Builder is the new elec- 
trical educational engine. You can take 
it all apart and rebuild it like a real 
locomotive. Lots of fun oiling and tun- 
ing up the engine. Make your own re- 
pairs, and learn how the big locomotives 
run from this actual model. Has power- 
ful motor: genuine die cast housings: 
electric headlights and many improve- 
ments. Low priced at $4.50. 


DORFAN 


ELECTRIC TRAINS 


WITH THE NEW LOCO-BUILDER 





Only 9 
Major Parts 






See the wonderful Toy Train Outfits 
made by Dorfan. Ask your dealer to 
show you the BIG 5 No. (210) at $5.50. 
Contains Loco-Builder engine, two pas- 
senger cars, plenty of track, and equip- 
ment. You’ll say its the best set for the 
money. Other wonderful values from 
$7.75 to $12.75. 

PARENTS: Look over the 
Outfits with your boys. 
FREE: Send for copy of latest Folder 
Bulletin. No charge! Ask for Folder A. 


THE DORFAN COMPANY 
135 Jackson Street Newark, N. J. 











Dorfan . 

DEALERS: Boys everywhere 
are anxious to learn more 
about the new Dorfan Outfits 
as advertised in leading boys 
magazines. Write now for 
prices and terms. 












The DORFAN LOCO-BUILDER 


Gives You Twice As Much Fun 
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Get a flying start on the 
fellow who pushes a pen. Win success 
in school and business. Earn extra money. Mail the 
coupon below NOW and find out how easy it is to own a Corona, 


and use it anywhere, yet 
it turns out the same quality 
and quantity of work as the biggest 
and most expensive office machine you 
could buy. 


Find Out for Yourself 
Get all the facts about Corona and 
learn how easy it is to own one. The 
coupon below will bring you our latest 
descriptive literature and the address 
of the nearest Corona store. Mail the 
coupon TODAY! 


UST wishing you had a typewriter will 

never get you anywhere. Get one now, 
a real Corona, and give yourself every 
advantage from now on. Remember that 
today, hundreds of keen boys are doing 
great things on their Coronas. 


Are You Ambitious? 

Corona makes light work of lessons. In 
college or business you will need it every 
day. If you like writing, Corona will help 
you to become an author. Whatever your 
ambition may be, now is the time to start 
using Corona and to become an expert 
Coronatyper. 





Why does nearly every famous author, 
traveler, explorer, war correspondent, 
choose Corona? Because it’s a real he- 
man’s typewriter that will stand up no 
matter how hard it gets treated. It’s as 
sturdy as an oak. You can carry it about 


CLIP THIS COUPON! 


Corona Typewriter Co., Inc. 

115 Main Street, Groton, N. Y. 

I would like to find out all about the new 
Corona with Standard Keyboard. With- 
out any obligation to me please send 
your latest literature. 


Name 


Address eee deed ee 
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Everybody is helped — 
everybody should help! 


UBERCULOSIS in this country is a threat 
against your health and that of your family. There 
are more than a million cases in this country today. 


Merry Christmas 
and Good Health Everybody is helped by this great work —and 
everybody should help in it. Let every member of 
Stamp Out Tuberculosis your family stamp all Christmas parcels, letters and 

woeh shis greeting cards with these able little warriors against 





Christmas Seal 


The germs from a single case of tuberculosis can 
infect whole families. No one is immune. The only 
sure escape is to stamp out the dread disease entirely. 
It can be stamped out. The organized work of the 
tuberculosis crusade has already cut the tuberculosis 
death rate in half. This work is financed by the sale 
of Christmas Seals. 


disease. Everybody, everywhere, buy Christmas Seals 


—and buy as many as you can. 


THE NATIONAL, STATE, AND LOCAL TUBERCULOSIS ASSOCIATIONS OF THE U. S. 















9? 
i>, “RIFLERY 
NCHS Thousands of Scouts 

by ¥ compete annually in the 
ef sport of riflery in the 
W.J.R.C. Let this big 
organization teach you how to handle 
a rifle safely and accurately. 

Enjoy the thrill of competition 
with distant troops. 

To enroll send this slip with 10- 
cent registration fee to: 

WINCHESTER 
JUNIOR RIFLE CORPS 

275 Winchester Ave., New Haven, Conn. 




















\ REAL MODELS 
of CONSTRUCTION 
Wy ‘\ MACHINERY 






HOISTS, 
DERRICKS, 
CABLEWAYS, 
BUCKETS, 
ETC. 


Send for. “ America’s Finest Playthings ” 
NOBLE MFG. CO., HARTFORD, CONN. 


































Chemist with 
REGISTERED TRADE MARE 

GIF! CHEMICAL IT. 
Have more fun than you ever had before and 
learn about the wonders of chemistry. You 
can make soap, ink, dyes, paints; test water, 
foods, soil, metals and do hundreds of interesting 
chemical experiments. You can astonish your 
friends with mysterious tricks of chemical magic 

turn water into wine and then into water 
again; make magic inks and papers; experiment 
with chemical sorcery and produce many magical 
changes 
Chemcraft is the outfit for you. More and better 
experiments, more chemicals and apparatus, 
the best chemistry set on the market. Don't 
accept a substitute—insist on Chemcraft. 
Five dandy sizes to choose from:—No. 0—75c.; 
y $1.50; No. 2—$2.50; No. 3—85.00; 
and No. 4—8$10.00. Each outfit is complete 
with chemicals, apparatus and big book of 
experiments. Sold in all first-class toy depart- 
ments or sent prepaid upon receipt of price if 
more convenient. (Westof Den- 
ver, Colo. and Canada, add 10 
per cent.) 


Big Book Free 


DONT 


ee 


I MC MT 


the Boy’s Handbook of Chemis- 
try; 150 pages of experiments, 
formule, interesting chemical 
information; money making 
suggestions and catalog of 
supplies. 






PORTER 
CHEMICAL 
CO. 


119 WashingtonSt. 
Hagerstown 
Maryland 
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Write at once for your copy of | 


























Make This 30 
MinuteTes 





HERE isanopportunityforyoutoprove 
to yourself that the new York Saxo- 
phone is the easiest of all instruments to play. Send 
no money. Simply take advantage of our offer. You 
wil. get the surprise of your life when you have 
played it 30 minutes. Many play popular music in a 
few days. Why not? The York blows easily— 
fingering is almost as simple as the piano keyboard. 


EASY PAYMENTS 


Why not give yourself this opportunity to make 
spare time money, to increase your popularity or 
even enter the pleasant money-making musical pro- 
fession. If you decide to keep the Saxophone you 
have nearly a year to pay, under the easy York Plan. 
This also applies to any otherYork instrument. Write 
at cnce for interesting catalog and full particulars. 

J. W. YORK & SONS 
Dept. 2325-K Grand Rapids, Mich. 





| Jim Morse in 
| Australia 
(Concluded from page 19) 











It looked at first as if some of the men were 
wearing decorated helmets but this turned 
jout to be a hair dressing arrangement of 
| beeswax that glistened in the sun, shining like 
| patent leather. In some cases the hair was 
| drawn into tufts but always decorated with 
| feathers. Some of the combatants had so 
many topknots of the cockatoo stuck into the 
waxed hair that their heads looked like yellow 
and white chrysanthemums. 

Doubtless there were prearranged single 
combats but it seemed as there was to be a 
general encounter and many preliminaries 
had to be gone through before a start was 
made. One man started to run around, hold- 
ing his heavy sword perpendicularly in front 
of him, his shield in his left hand, shaking his 
head like a madman while flecks gathered 
about his lips and his eyes rolled madly as he 
| made wild leaps and long jumps through the 
grass until his wind failed him and he stood 
| panting near them, his big chest heaving while 
the sweat streamed down him, ruddling the 
paint. He was well over six feet tall and 
evidently strong though, like the others, he 
| Showed scant signs of muscle. 

Jim reflected that an ourang or a chimpanzee, 
with arm or leg strength five times that of 
man, showed no visible display of muscle and 
decided that it was quality rather than quan- 
tity counted in such matters. This wild warrior 
would be a formidable opponent in a hand to 
hand combat, he fancied. Now taunts were 
flung across the field. Women began to jump 
up and down, shrilling their contributions 
toward starting the combat. An old man, 
shaking his bundle of spears above his head, 
uttered a terrible war-cry that rallied them. 
The men of his side at once gathered about 
him, raising their shields that showed their 
savage blazoning in the slanting sunrays with 
| bizarre effect, swinging all their weapons and 
| shouting with all their lungs before they made 
|a wild rush through the gums and started a 
zigzag route against their opponents. They 
made three angling rushes, stopping silent for 
a moment before each fresh start and then 
{bounding on with a terrific howl. This 
| brought them to the center of the plain where 
three men came out to meet them, running 
rapidly in long elastic leaps, springing high 
into the air, their shadows showing fantastically 
on the stems of the grass as they cleared them 
and then fell back behind their shields, almost 
completely hidden. At twenty paces they 
halted, standing erect, the large shields before 
them, the points of their swords on the 
ground. 

Weird as was the scene, bloodthirsty as it 
appeared and sounded, there did not seem to 
be great danger of a fatal ending between the 
sword wielders. The weight of the ponderous 
weapons made them rest them on the ground 











between blows, which came swinging round 
like the stroke of a sledge hammer and were 


| taken in turn until one tired and gave up, or 


his shield was broken. It was like tilting with 
blunted lances, Jim thought. 

Far more in earnest seemed the fight that 
now joined irregularly, first with a flight of 
spears and then sometimes with swords but 
more frequently settled at a distance with 
boomerangs, hurled clubs and spears. The 


the yelling was incessant and every man leaped 


the clubs and boomerangs but the spears stuck 
in the soft wood of the shields and sometimes 
penetrated them, wounding the bearer. In- 
variably the hurt man left the fight, dis- 
qualified, without his opponent seeking to 
injure him further. To draw blood seemed 
full satisfaction. The women, gathered up the 


squired him and kept thrusting his missiles 
into his hand as he dodged and used his shield 
with great skill, to fall at last with a wound in 
his chest, the signal for a mighty lamentation. 
The man against him was the one stained with 
yellow, most of which was streaked and stained 
now. Either there was special enmity between 
them or much fighting had warmed their blood 
beyond any rulings. The winner caught at the 
sword a young woman handed him and 
jumped forward to give the death stroke. 
Tufa, back of Jim, grunted and Jim held his 
breath, his sympathy with the yellow man who 
had fought half a dozen times while the other 
was unsweated and must have deliberately 
avoided the combat so far, seeking his chance 
to get at the other fighter, waiting, it seemed, 
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weapons resupplying their mates. In some | 
cases one man had to fight several duels, or | 
chose to do so. He had also several wives who | 





flight of these weapons was continuous while | 


as he flung or parried. The shields warded off | 


| 
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Get a Plumb 
Official Scout Axe 


FOR fourteen years the Plumb 

Axe has been official equip- 
ment for the Boy Scouts of 
America. Look for the label 
shown above—get the genuine. 

Aturn of the Plumb Patent 
Take-up Wedge keeps the black 
head tight on the red handle. 
You can’t get this wedge in any 
other axe. 

At hardware stores. With 
leather sheath, $1.80; with 
infantry canvas sheath, $1.65 
(except in Far West and Canada). 


FAYETTE R. PLUMB, Inc. 
Philadelphia 


LUMB 


DOUBLE LIFE 


ees 
Hammers Hatchets 
Files Sledges Axes 














**Lite Wate, Jr.”’ 






SY + 
$9.75 down—$4.00 monthly 


Become the lifeofthe orchestra—a_pop- 
ular favorite with this big value Drum 
Outfit! A little practice with radio or 

honograph will do it—opens a way to 
ig earnings. Biggest value offered in 
years! Complete with one Bass Drum; 
one Snare Drum with pair of fine drum- 
sticks and stand; maple shell with black 
maple hoops; one Ludwig junior pedal 
with spurs and cymbal holder; one pedal 
cymbal; one crash cymbal, with holder; 
one tone block and holder. 

This specialtemporary offer calls for 
quick action. Don’t delay! Write today 
for descriptive catalog, or order NOW! 
Mention if interested in other musical 



























instruments. 
LYON & HEALY 
67-91 Jackson Blvd. Chicago, Ill. 
Band Leaders—Write for Special 






Arrangement 























Northland Skis 
Lead 


—with ski associa- 
tions 

—with champions 
and beginners 

—in winter carnivals 
with U.S. soldiers 
and forest reserves 


Send for booklet on 
“How to Ski" 


NORTHLAND SKI MFG. CO. 
World’s Largest Ski Manufacturers ; 
1 Merriam Park St. Paul, Minn. 











XMAS SURPRISE 
The Game of 
POOR FISH 
Newest and best game on the market. Educational 
and Entertaining fun for all ages. 
For sale by the following toy departments and 


others 
Philadelphia Gimbel Brothers, Snellenburg’s, 
The Toy Shoppe, Lit Brothers 


Pittsburg Joseph Horn 

Chicago Mandel Brothers 
Milwaukee Gimbel Brothers 
Grand Rapids Herpolsheimer’s 
Denver A. & T. Lewis & Son’s 
Dayton Elder, Johnston Co. 
Cleveland Stearn & Co. 


Brooklyn Frederick Loeser $ Co. 
Schenectady Dwyer & Hartigan, H. S. Barney 
0. 


East Orange R. H. Muir 
Kansas City Emery, Bird, Thayer Co. 
If your dealer does not sell POOR FISH send 50 
cents and receive one by mail to 











F. R. O’BRIEN 
Upper Darby Penne. | 





November 
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sinh the movies! 


VERY Scout likes good motion pictures—and this Fall and Winter the finest ever made 
are on view. All kinds—rollicking comedies, thrilling adventure stories, great historical 
‘ dramas, romances. 


This is the wonder-year in the history of the movies. There were good pictures in the past. 
Scouts of today may be too young to recall them. Ask Scout Dan Beard; ask Scout West. 
They know. But there never were pictures as good as this year’s. 


We who make the movies want to call your attention to a few of our best. They will all 
show in your home town, no matter where it may be. Find out which theatre will have them. 
Then see them. You have many a treat in store. Here are some: 


The Iron Horse, showing how the railroad pioneers linked the two oceans with bands of 
steel. As No Man Has Loved (The Man Without a Country), Edward Everett Hale’s great 
y patriotic romance. Shore Leave, the adventures of a modern gob in the United States Navy, 

with Dick Barthelmess as the gob. The Making of O’Malley, a very human tale of a live- © 
— wire policeman, Milton Sills being the cop. 











IS The Pony Express, a picture of the days when brave Scouts carried the mails across the ; 
country on mustangs. The Vanishing American, the story of Indians of old and of today. ” 

| The Big Parade, the story of our gallant Marines in the late war. Ben Hur, Lew Wallace’s 
immortal romance of ancient Rome with its unforgettable chariot race. 


1s Do you like animals? See Below the Line with the famous dog, Rin-Tin-Tin. See also 
Wild Beasts of Borneo. Then there’s Black Cyclone with Rex, the King of wild horses. 
That’s a real thriller! Of course you like to laugh. Then look at Syd Chaplin in The Man 
On the Box and Lloyd Hamilton in The Movies. 

















— You all like Reginald Denny, don’t you? See himin Skinner’s Dress Suit. And cow- 
as, boys? Look at Hoot Gibson in The Calgary Stampede. For fighting adventure see The 
Coming of Amos, Off the Highway and Graustark. 
~ We have named only a few here. There will be plenty of others. You will like them all. 
Ask Chief Scout Executive West About Saturday Morning Movies 
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until the latter’s vigor was sapped, although 


Puzzlecraft Cross-word Puzzle (Prize Puzzle) 





BOYS’ LIFE 


Suddenly the two broke apart, the yellow 
warrior rolling to his feet, leaping away as the 











































































































































































































he was himself by far the bigger man of the 
two. Taller and heavier but. not so agile. 7 2 3 + e 7 a Cn a 7] za ys Ts other aimed a blow at him with the club he 
he Yellow One leaped aside in the nick of still retained. The girl darted in and 
time, the heavy sword came hurtling down to [¥ "% 7 leaving her man armed with the nolla- aie 
plough into the turf. Two women came racing she had brought. He stood upright am nolla 
up with spears, with boomerangs and nolla- the club, giving a shout of joy. Neither had 
nollas for the black, but there was no weapon’ |/? ~ ae shield now, the Bearded One had flu * : 
bearer for the other. His ponderous sword away when he had thought to end the fich ye 
was no good to him now, shieldless. His only 23 the other went down. For a few moment a 
aty i ; are 4 “ep eae S there 
safety lay ep — be mueed pee y aj was a wonderful exhibition. The rattle of the 
after spear flung after him which he dodged, Fy 28 clubs could not be heard above the general din 
leaping over one low shaft, running in zigzags, but blow after blow was sent in, from above 
his head on his shoulder as he went. Next came from the side, delivered in short s ‘ kes wri. 
a nolla-nolla, whirling end for end and this |? 30 a7 Jae 33 34 i ciddimbhenditaues 
lola, a : sweeping circles, parried and countered. 
caught him on the calf of one leg, making him The yellow man was beaten to one knee w; 
limp and slow down. 35 36 37 shi . : —— 
With a yell the bearded man threw two pihtorn na e —_ on Me shoulder, His chi 
3 : . swept through the air. It came back a 
boomerangs, one following the other so swiftly [33 33 40 41 rr smote the bearded man low in the ribs The! 
that the motion of the fling was lost. The first, a le od could hear that drumstroke. It more “y 
scaling horizontally, the fugitive ducked and it evened matters. It knocked oll th ss than 
sped on, slanting upwards, coming back in an sell vad * 49 of him. He doubled up, his Genes aa 
ellipse to where the woman picked it up ‘seutte € safle -y 
almost at her feet. The ianendl found he ye EZ S2 53 54 sees rags deep hg pe ; Me - 
with a thump between the other’s shoulder- of the other’s skull. Hed wee the back 
blades and he pitched forward with the impact ecient ee 
sone in the grass SS se 157 3 i) rr of chain, motionless. For a second the yellow 
d Captain Burr ‘seeing things out of the pane — aie en ae 
gs eavin . vO W icke 
corner of his one eye, turned to Tufa, a hand é/ i ow “ ge yey ay off, Soon talon te 
) A slit 2 ’ s) 
A ert © bent Imply of the knees a 
i 5 4 i 
ae? hiprabeaiiic ‘ P ee eee 
Jim knew how Tufa felt. The bearded man [% his should ani ‘" oad : gt pr den 
PF yt oe : ata - rg 69 om is shoulders, his head up, looked about him. 
ad taken unfair advantage. It was like a He called h lw i 
Sw henge ate — e called to the girl who stood a little way of 
ighter slugging another foul when breaking and she came bounding to him, springing } 
clean from clinches had been agreed upon. 4 72 ‘i “ his arms . = 
It seemed all over with the chap who had “There’ : 
a le chi é There’s a romance for you, Jim,” said the 
ue ie Tae 5. a y > J im,”’ said the 
fought so well from the beginning. True, he 7% 77 ~«*(78 skipper. ‘‘ Best man wins and ail ends ha ily 
had been frustrated himself by the old women She’s a mighty pritty gal. at that.” Ppt 
from despatching his last opponent, but that [77 80 i wig oe © a : 
had probably been a part of the code and he ‘ oft walt edt em. 2 . ey cere: dere ae pm pang 
‘ yb ‘ : torious warrior who had fought so well to gaj 
had not persisted. Now the black man i , oepadliann ti, 
bounded toward him, brandishing a knobby 63 30 Si a. Se ba — dis- 
nolla-nolla, the two women running after with peared a nota momaat 9 seein at | ‘i, 
other arms. ; z ogee ae 
ne : ‘ ee rubbed noses. adly j 
There was a commotion at Across 49. A preposition. Down 44. A parent. was prt cee lrg since . 
one side. A young girl broke oo = lh . 1. Before. 45. To engrave. dhe ated. i 8 “te sie 
away from some elder women, 2. yo story in Boys’ 33. heueemn. . a. (xbbr.) 40. tet. beet a 5 y= | gratiiyas 
stabbing at one of them to get IFE. . 35. To combine. 4. Half of rose. 51. Half of pane. . Any _ — So 
free. Jim saw the scarlet flash 12. A girl's name. 58. A place where books are 3. A pronoun. 52. Animal fat. a at S tue : fadeout 
“ or 15. Very respectful. sold. 6. A common article. Correct though, to Tufa and his fellows 
ot blood on the brown skin. 17. Fancied. 61. Exists. 7. To choke 4 To kiss. who grunt 2d at the sight, i 
The girl caught up a nolla-nolla 19. A printer’s measure. ; 62. An image of a divinity. 8. Rooms for cooking. 37. Scatter. area tl ws — oo - 
and came flying toward the 20. To - an athletic 64. wa of dove. 9. Before noon. 58. Joyful. a seman 'y proper ending. 
yellow warrior, fleet as Ata- BR ec eT 65. Culmination. 10. Royal Academy (abbr.). 59. Ancient. ere were several men 
) : ’ “Ale 22. é > contraction. 6. He gift. . Half of sing. " *xpressions of hom- y -re di 4 
lanta. She wore only a narrow 23. Nine inches. 67. An_ exclamation. oa Not ph , Go -~ r expressions of hom rag but there did hot appear 
apron of opossum wool and her 24. A domestic animal. 68. Half of burn. 13. Conclusion. 63. From. to e many fatalities, if any. 
firure was exquisite in its yout! 25. After noon. | 69. An Italian river. 14. Uproar. 71. To shake. The skulls were hard and the 
gure was exquisite in its youth- 26. An exclamation. 70. Half of vote. 16. To add to. 73. Toward. shields had saved their bodies 
ful symmetry as she came rac- 27. Half of gasp. 72. Recompense. 18. Writing fluid. : al : s save eir bodies. 
ing out into the field. Her feet 29. A hautboy. 73- Amonarch. 21. Upon. 75. To prohibit. Even the bearded man showed 
spurned the ground. Bor body —— (abbr.). 75. _ of bats. _ 25. A second-rate statesman. 78. To grow old. signs of life, from the way the 
was held like that of a bird, 35. The (French). og yp Algae nia Sr. Half of gala a sag espe Wage 
aa . — . 36. Spare. 79. Allures. 32. To exist. 82. Half spe “Looks like we’d be able to 
ee ae ae oe teat am. a ey yo 83. Half of tubs stand off quite a bunch of thos 
Hasne ‘onze in the commenc- 38. To water. 89. Prefix meaning new. 39. Apartment. 85. North America haps, if i y . 5 toik 
ing sunset, racing to beat Death, 12. Hones, 90. A gathering. 40. A State (abbr.). 86. For example. pers it > Sar Sees es 
swift to the rescue. 46. To exist. gr. Utility. 41. Gaunt. 7. A point of the compass. said the skipper, and Jim agreed. 
As for the yellow warrior, he 48. A public notice. 43. A nimbus. 88. Half of ruin. Tufa, or any of his fellows, could 
had turned, quick as a cat, to ——— EEE ————— ee, 9 TUE three times their number 
his back, getting a foot beneath | at ae : ‘ - = — ear ao ae 
him, using it like a piston, fling- * on aghting. wit 
ing himself at the bearded man | their — they should be almost 
and wrenching his leg from be- | rege Ra py 
neath him so that the tw > . . , not one ol bloodshed 1 it could 
et ae a oe The Magazine for All Boys, Published by the Boy Scouts of America be avoided. 
for the possession of the club. il a t t “We'd ~y ewe 4° 
The two women stood close at ] ble of Con e aaa N. m b 1925 captain told them. “Mat 
hand, excited, watching the | nts ove er; ray he bas es off an come back 
wild wrestle. Then one of them H Cover.... Charles Livingston Bull The Photographic Contest......... 5s leachate 24 ge pene ak heir way aloas 
spied the girl and made for her i Thanks to Ringtail. Story......Herbert Ravenel Sass 7 Something to Be Thankful For...........Dan Beard 25 h p Alege : roa, me 
like a wild cat, only to spin i Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull Photos by the Author the edge of the clearing toward 
about yelling wildly. The girl | Scouts’ eee Poem...........Bert Leach 8 The Spectre of LeMort Swamp...Harrison G. Streeter 26 where the gorge swung in It 
had neatly clipped her on the | order by Francis J. Rigney Illustrated by Eugene Franzden curve, aided by a track they 
elbow with her nolla-nolla and Turkey. Story prt kere Ty — <4 iy > eee 10 Dan Beard’s Scouting Section..................... 28 came across, probably used by 
she danced and howled with the Cherokee Charley Says ; 16 How to Add a Bulb to a Crystal Set..... Zeh Bouck 28 the tribes coming from the bone 
blow that had tapped her crazy- | , Aaa AEE aa ge leaden Wings of Speed. Story....... ....Raoul Whitfield 30 | to the borboby. Ina convenient 
rer: 2 Pee-Wee's Patrol. Serial........Percy K. Fitzhugh 12 Illustrated by Bob Fink i ‘learing they got their supper 
bone, bruising the ulnar nerve. | Illustrated by A. Conway Peyton Danny Solves the Radio M wi Charles F. Robb 40 The ste gis Pe | ell ro 
On all sides now the engage- Rare Wild Babies of New York.William T. Hornaday 14 tears ne: ee } emeal was barely wellsta” 
ment had become general, work- i Photographs Courtesy New York Zoological Park a oe before a black came out of th 
ing to & grend climax that 1 ScrubNelson, Hero. Story.......A.W.Quattlebaum 15 How to Be a Ventriloquist .......... J. M. Cummings 48 bush, on his head the blue and 
iietin ean detuned: tent i Illustrated by Joseph St. Amand ee rei 50 yellow cap they had given him, 
Jim had eyes only for ‘en anak | Take the Case of Scottie...... ....Frank H. Cheley 17 A Basketball Player With One Hand...HenryS. Curtis 53 his face agrin. He gave noit- 
: hho. ri, i pe OT eee ae The Elephant and the Lamp :..............+-5-+5: 53 licati f having known of 
where the two rolled in the Ss  Sien BOewee te Ameteciia.  Gastel ‘Allan D. 18 Think and Gri : . dicauion of Raving & ; 
agitated grass. He wanted the | ue illustrated vy SR tg sig Why LS b wribed anteat ee their presence at the fight bi 
yellow man to win. He was a | I TNE ia. o 6.56606 <0 ctaccdns James E. West 20 jaan ssi:siyasehe aca ok, eben canaeen a \ aby oo! se a 
good fighter and the girl, if she l Wise Brant THOME, occ ccccccccess ...jJames E. West 21 nance ata ee ee Pe ere iit} ad not accl enta y Ta 
was not exactly beautiful ac- | Interviewing a Lion...................James Forbes 22 Games Tings to DO... - 22... o-oo ore ere ons sseesee GL I them, fui he bore invitation for 
cording to American standards i Fight ’Em, Big Three. Part II....Harold M.Sherman 22 Stamps........ wee ...-O.W. Simons 66 I them to witness the korrobory 
o endidly haem es | Illustrated by Richard A. Holberg Did You Know That—...............-. 67 1 that Kuriri had claimed was 
as § n j a | | . ntnee he 
plucky. She stood now watch- |} | so dangerous to witness. 
ful, poised like a Greek statue, | RENEWALS || skipper was elated. ised 
graceful as a nymph, her RENEWALS.—If your magazine comes with a renewal order blank enclosed it means your subscription has expired. i] “Here’s where we get in me 
smooth skin metallic in its | Tear off the address on the renewal wrapper and send it with $2.00, the price of a renewal subscription, to Boys’ Life, touch with ’em, he sald 
hansen: either ak * hele he H 200 Fifth Avenue, New York, so you will not have to miss a copy. Postage is prepaid to all parts of the United States and I, “We'll take erlong gifts an 
uster, waiting a ert to help her | possessions, and also Mexico and Cuba. Canadian postage is 25c. and foreign postage 50c. a year. When writing about | we a peli te 
warrior. Jim guessed she was Ht your subscription, please always mention the order number which appears on the wrapper, and the date your subscription Jim, you fetch erlor g yore 1 
the purpose of this duel, that | expires. This will help us to serve you promptly. of conjure tricks. Bring & 
her charm and youth had em- | How to Buy BOYS’ LIFE Most Conveniently Admiral. This is a fine chant 
bittered it, and he knew that | This magazine is now on sale regularly by all Important Book Sellers and Newsdealers throughout the United States. to let a lot of the tribes knot 
there had not been fair play, | er a ney * month. Pn — . 20c. . copy. Dealers —— ety ateeiptens at = we mean well by ’em, but ~~ 
that she had heen held trom | = et . to md couts of America will confer a favor by reporting to the Business Manager any reliable dealer we're packin’ Big Medicine. j 
aiding him with the weapons i| (To be continued in Boys MF 
he needed so sorely. ics = = ——= = == ee —==— —SSS— for December) 
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_ATWATER KENT 
RADIO 


two boy explorers 
Saw in a radlo 


factory 





The Spinner 





Dear Dap: 
pore is a great deal to write tonight. Howard 

and I went through the biggest radio factory in The Spinner This is one of the sharp-eyed men who and destroyed. Extreme care in /itt/e things in the 
the world today. It covers twelve acres. test the tuning dials. If a dial wabbles as much as _ factory saves the owner of an Atwater Kent set 


1/5000 of an inch as he spins it, it is discarded from vexation later on. 


That’s bigger than nine football fields, and my 
feet feel‘as if I had been playing on all of them. 
It’s only one story high, and the roof is what they 
call saw tooth, with lots of glass like a greenhouse, 
which gives everybody lots of light and air. 
When we had been there about two hours we 
thought we must have seen everything, but a man N h P 
laughed and said: “No; you have seen only one h = careeny _ oe y. et,.N TY 
: thousandt : 
department. There are fifty others.” Some factory! ‘ (1/5000) 
: : an inch. That isn’t much Model 20 Compact — $80 
You know those dials on our Atwater Kent set «ga 
of a wabble, is it? But 
and how smooth they work and how you can always a 
that’s the way everything 
get the same station at the same place? , ia 
‘ , is in this factory. 
Well, we found out how they do it. We saw a 


Howard asked the Spinner how much of a wabble any wabble at all, but he has been at it so long | 
he would allow, and he laughed and said: “Write it guess he does. 
down.” Howard did, and what the Spinner said That’s only one of a million things we saw in the | 
factory, but it struck me most, and 
I thought I’d tell you about it first. 
And the Spinner is right; every- 
thing in the factory is like that. 
We met so many men who wert 
testing and inspecting that I said 
jokingly to Howard: “I wonder 
Radio Speakers priced | Who makes all the things that are 


was: 









lot of dials that looked O. K. to me, but it turned The Spinner let o parnaeitias ee ChE being tested.” 
out they had all been thrown away because they had squint, and I couldn’t see Prices slightly higher from the Rockies west, and in Canada i 
little nicks or spots in them. They gather up all the one out of every ten emplovees is a tester or in- 
discarded dials and burn them up every morning, so spector. Think eitink aie happen to me Ha 
— will be no chance of one getting out of the Are you ready for the Kick-off ? were as strict in school. 
ge sniihacctadh ined dtea Mita tie The football season is about to open. The pasar only got started and must 

: a : World Series is coming along. Howard and close. Will tell you more about the 
the factory name for him is the dial tester. He picks Jack, like millions of other boys, cannot see factory in my next. 
upa dial, fits it on a little steel shaft in front of him and the games, but with their Atwater Kent set they i Your Aff’ t son 
gives it a spin with his fingers. Then he squints at it can as good as see them when live radio re- “cs 





‘os - : orters tell the story, play by play. If you 
to see if it wabbles. If it does, that means that it has “me she dt aoe a C8 ht Jack's next leter will appear in Boys’ Life next month, Means, It 
: : . . . ’ send you a 32-page illustrated booklet describing the largest radio factory i2 

a little bend in it somewhere, and the Spinner said ite 0 get yours and take your seat in the world and the Radio Receivers and Speakers made there. 


that Atwater Kent wouldn’t stand for any bends, Stadium, too. weeuwen “nae pant 
and when he comes across a dial with a wabble he A yay sis 
throws it away to be smashed up and burned. 4798 WissAHICKON AVENUE + PHILADELPHIA, PA 











